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Oux bard and I were © juſt about to fight, 

When he confented you ſhould ſet us right, 

He ſays © he's nervous — nought can cool his fever, 
The town won't bear ſuch trivial ſcenes for ever. 

« The times are chang'd—lſententious draughts they quaff, 
And all is nonſenſe now that makes them laugh. 

«© Morals from Seneca have gain'd the day, 

And poor Joe Miller's jeſts have died away. 

« What then becomes of him, fince Joe's no more ? 

6 He never dealt in ſentimental lore. bh 
In modern novels tortur'd virtue's fame, 

„ Or from the ſame” wrote letters © to the ſame. 
« Would that he had !—fine words gain approbation ; 
« But if you laugh not——where's our Speculation ?'* 


My anſwer was“ Sir Criticize may ſwear, 

| & You ought not to be pleas'd, when moſt you are. 
f Say, that's obſcure he underſtands not, this 
«« But pray—1s that the author's fault or his? 

« May call that pantomime in which a ſcene, 

«© Too much embelliſh'd by a chair or ſæreen 

« For ah! how oft when hackney'd logic tires, 
% Would Ranger's ladder rouſe your latent fires 2? 

«© And one broad laugh rais'd by ſatyric Foote, 

5 Has done more good than noveliſt e'er wrote, 


The comic muſe was born to laſh mankind, 
Not by falſe ſentiment debauch the mind, 
What villain trembles at grave Plato's name ? 
But Horace” ſatyr laughs him into ſhame ! 
Lecture the proud will preaching make them humble 
No - but lampoon them and their pride will tumble! 


All this I told our bard, but ſtill he figh'd, 
Still urg'd his former doctrines, mine denied 
At length he ſaid that you ſhould ſettle all, 
And by your ſentence, he muſt ſtand or fall! 
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SPECULATION. 


SCENE. — An Apartment in ProjzeT's Country 
Houſe. A Door in Flat. 


Cectt.ia diſcovered trying to unlock the Door. 


Coma 


Qo, nobody being near, I'll make uſe of the at- 
tendant's key, and for the ſecond time converſe 
with my dear Emmeline. *We were yeſterday in- 
terrupted by Sir Frederick, and I had only time to 

ſay a few words to my old friend and (chool-fellow, 
but now—how ! Sir Frederick again ! | 


Enter Sir Fxevertes FAINTLY. | 
Cecil. Sir, I beg I may not be thus conſtantly 
diſturb d. 

Sir Fred. Diſturb'd ! f would requeſt the ſame 
13 Mifs Cecilia, but that nothing on earth ever 
diſturbs me; and indeed nothing ever pleaſes 
me Im in a perfect ſtate of happy monchalance—E 
fancy though we're both on the fame errand- that 
door, heh ? 

Cecil. I told you yeſterday, fir, I know noching 
about that door. 
Sir Fred. Oh, for ſhame what! do you pre- 


tend not to know that it leads to that patt of the 
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houſe where Emmeline is lock'd up ? come, come, 
Miſs—you remember I caught you bribing the at- 


tendant to lend you the key ¶ Cecilia walks about 


in agitation) now why be affronted ? nothing ever 


affronts me—no, if you were a man, and choſe to 


fay I had eauſed all Emmeline's ſufferings—that I 1 
had behaved like a raſcal to her—then ſend me a 
challenge—then cane—then kick me—why, I 
ſhouldn't be affronted—no, I've too much good 
breeding and good temper. 72 

Cecil. Very likely, fir ; but as a viſitor at Mr. 
Project's houſe here in the country, I pry into no 
family ſecrets—if I did, I believe the ſtory of this 


young lady — 


Sir Fred. Ah, poor girl ! ſhe and all her large 


fortune had been mine if ſhe hadn't—you under- 
tand love touch'd her brain. | 


Cecil. How do you mean, fir? _ mW 
Sir Fred. Why, that's the caufe of her preſent 


confinement : to be fure ſhe has lately recovered 
her ſenſes—indeed is quite reſtored ; but her guar- 


dian and phyſician think her entering too ſuddenly 


on the world again might occaſion a relapſe—there- 
fore ſhe is kept quiet and cloſe in that part of the 
houſe—Would you believe it, ma'am, ſhe preferr'd N 


another man to ne? 
Cecil. Indeed! and who could be ſo accompliſh'd 
as to out- rival a lover like fir Frederick? 

Sir Fred. A couſin of hers, one Captain Arable, 


whoſe father, being averſe to the match, ſent him to 


Gibraltar, where ever ſince - 


| | Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Lady Project deſires to ſee you imme- 
diately. RT „„ 
Cecil. There now—you need not be mortified 
Ek there's 
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there's your equivalent: I'm ſure her ladyſhip pre- 
fers you to another man, even to her huſband. 

Sir Fred. She does, ſo ſnew me to her. Miſs, if 
you ſhould get a peep at Emmeline, tell her as I'm 
always in love 1 in the country 
Cecil. In the country! Why not in London ? 

Sir Fred. Oh, that depends on the part of the 
town I'm in—I conſtantly adapt myſelf, and in every 
ſtreet I'm a different as inſtance now: in 
the Temple I'm a lawyer; in St. James's ſtreet a 
lounger ; in St, George's church I'm a married 
man; in Doctors Commons a bachelor ; Guildhall 
gives me an appetite : the Alley makes me waddle ; 
in the Squares I'm not worth a farthing ; and in 
Lombard ſtreet I've as many plumbs as a banker— + 
So tell Emmeline I {till love her and will ſtill be her 
huſband. Exit. 

Cecil, Now then for my charming recluſe— 
(Opens @ door in flat.) Emmeline, it is your friend 
Cecilia [She leads in Emmeline. 

Emme. Oh; forgive me, tis ſo long ſince I have 
ſeen a friend. 
Cecil. Come, as we were interrupted. yeſterday, 
pray fit down and proceed with your ſtory : the 
little I have heard makes me anxious to hear more— 
(They fit.)—now, my ſweet friend, proceed. 

Emme. I will when 1 am able Firſt then, did 
you ever hear the name of Edward Ara—— ? you 
ſee my weakneſs; I have not power to proceed. 

Cecil, Nay, nay ; unboſom your feelings: pray 

on. 

Emme, 1 will, I will—the name of Edward Arable | 
— it is enough to ſay we lov'd and were divided 
My father choſe Sir Frederick for my huſband, 
and on the morn of our intended marriage, they 
falſely told me Edward was no more, What was — 


—_—— 
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be done? my lover dead! about to be united to 
his rival! my health long worn by grief and diſ- 
appointment! Oh my friend! J had not ſtrength to 
combat againſt ſuch complicated miſery: a fever 


ſeiz ed me; my harraſs'd brain was heated to deli- 


rium, and mereiful forgetfulneſs gave me that com- 
fort, my friends and father had denied me! 
Cecil. Poor Emmeline! and during your malady 
your father died. VVT 
Emme. He did, bequeathing me his whole for- 
tune in caſe of recovery, and appointing Mr. Project 
my guardian. Now mark what follows: two 
months ago the phyſician, who had the care of me, 
proclaim'd my health reſtor'd, and I came to this 
houſe in the full hope of taking poſſeſſion of my for- 
tune, and ſharing it with the man who beſt deſerves 
it but what is the reverſe ? I am confin'd to thoſe 
rooms; not ſuffer'd to be ſeen or ſpoken to; my 
letters intercepted and deſtroy'd, and when I aſk 
the reaſon for all this, they fay, © Your health's pre- 
© carious, it requires peace and quiet, and if you 
« mix too ſuddenly with the world the joy may 
& occaſion a relapſe*—the joy ! What joy, my 
friend? What pleaſure can there be in mixing with 
that world that hitherto has only robbed me of my 
ſenſes, and thwarted me in my affections? 5 
Cecil. True, Emmeline; and now I ſee the mo- 
tive for your guardian's condut—He is an enter- 
prizing man—has involv'd your fortune in his 
ſchemes ; and at preſent not being able to give you 
a fair account, he keeps you cloſe, till by ſome lucky 
ſpeculation he 1s enabled to repay you—but is there 
no way to extricate you? no means of eſcaping ?_ 
 Emme, None; impoſſible. | 
Cecil. I have contrived to unlock one door in your 
| Ws | | | room, 


room, you ſee; why can't I get the key of the 
other? „„ | 

Emme. Becauſe it leads to a pagoda that adjoins 
the houſe, and which. has not been opened fince my 
confinement. Oh Cecilia! is it not hard to wake 
as from a long and frightful dream, and find all 
true ? no cheering friend to diſſipate your terrors ? 
nay, even he whoſe very ſmiles would clear the 
clouds around me! he to be abſent ! he not near to 
ſoothe me - Ns 
Cecil. He knows not of your recovery—your let- 
ters have not reach'd him, elſe huſh ! ſome- 
body's coming! (Loos out.) it is your guardian! 
I cannot leave you ſo unſatisfied—let me go with 
you—we'll plan ſome letters that may recal his ſen- 
ſibility—his heart was once humane; and hade 
not ruin'd himſelf by living beyond his income 
Emme. Ahl there's the fountain of all modern. 
evil! when once a man exceeds the limits of his 
fortune, the barrier of honour as well as prudence is 
thrown down—money 1s borrowed never to be re- 
paid friends are dup'd and become enemies the 

gaming table is flown to as a laſt effort till imper- 
ceptibly, ſtep by ſtep, the mind, originally virtuous, 
becomes deſperate, harden'd, and unprincipled ! and 
for theſe errors I am doom'd to ſuffer! but he's 
here—Oh my father! why was I left to be the ſa- 
_ crifice of another's diſſipation and extravagance ? 
[ERLINER and CECILIA exeunt at door in flat, 


Enter PrRoJEcT followed by a Servant. 


Project. I tell you, go directly to Portſmouth ; 
take my own carriage and horſes, and, when the 
packet arrives from the Eaſt Indies, aſk for Mr. 
1 n Tanjore, 
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Tanjore, and give him this letter —ſtop, let me read 
it once more. 5 


6 My dear Couſin, 


| «© My houſe in town is magnificently fitted 
« vp ta receive you—to my houſe in the country 
e J have added two wings, built in the eaſtern 
« ſtyle to make it more worthy your acceptance; 
ce my carriage, horſes, and ſervants are waiting 
e to conduct you to London; and I have got a 
< bride for you, young beautiful, and rich.” | 


A 


There, that will pleaſe the young Nabob to be ſure 
it was unlucky my ſhutting my doors againſt him 
before he went to India, but theſe attentions, and 
bringing his ſiſter Cecilia to my houſe, will remove 
former prejudices, and make it a moſt ſucceſsful 
peculation— there, diſpatch. 
Living letter to the Servant. 
Serv. ] will, fir. | [ Exit, 
Project. Then by marrying him to my ward Em- 
meline, I ſhall prevent any overhawling of accounts, 
and if I keep her cloſe till he arrives here comes 
my wife in a rage at my refuſing her money this 
morning—the miſerly Pendihirits) to be faving 
farthings i in the comforts and neceſſaries of life, and 
waſting * in luxurięs and ſuperfluities. | 


Enter Lady KATHARINE PRoJecT. 


Lady Pro. So, Mr. Project, how dare you refuſe 
me money when I condeſcend to ſend for it? 
Project. Becauſe tis time to grow prudent, 
madam. Wait the event of my ſpeculations before 


you let folly and extravagance again undo us. 
* Pro. 
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Lady Pro. Extravagance !—Sir, tis your ſpecula- 
tions that have undone us—haven't they all fail'd ?— 
.didn*t the firſt wife bubble burſt into air ? 
Project. The firſt, madam! | 
Lady Pro. Ves: didn't you give two thouſand 


pounds for a picture gallery? think the pictures all 


originals? call it the Aſiatic Aſiphuſicon, and ſay you 
ſhould make a fortune by its exhibition ?- very well, 
fir, and didn't the famous picture that you advertise d, 
as “ the celebrated champion of England, by 
Rembrant,“ turn out to be nothing more than an 
old fign of St. George and the Dragon, blown down 
from an alehouſe in Leadenhall Market ? wasn't 
the boaſted beech tree, by Claude Lorraine, daub'd 
out a week before by a glaſier's boy, in Cheap- 

ſide ?—— | | 

Project. No, no Madam. Beſides if it was, 
didn't the ſpeculation on bark make me ample 

amends? didn't I, by the monopoly of that medi- 
cine, diſpoſe of it at my own price? 
Lady Pro. No: for the doctors and apothecaries, 
finding they could get no profit by it, ſwore bark 
was unwholeſome phyſic, and nobody took it.— 
Then didn't you run up ſo many new houſes at 
Paddington that many of them were built without 
ſtair caſes; and by the time one part was - finiſh'd, 
didn't another fall all to pieces? wasn't | 
Project. Zounds ! have you done, ma'am l ſay 
it is your falſe economy that has hurt my fortune: 
ſaving trifles and ſquandering thouſands. 
Lady Pro. Squandering ! What, fir, do you 

pretend I don't conſult cheapnels ? 

Project. Yes: but how, madam ? you will lame 
my beſt horſes by ſending them to a cheap black- 
ſmith, and then give a hundred pounds for a ham- 
mercloth you will quarrel with your maid for 

as B 4 burning 
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burning two candles inſtead of one; and the ſame 
night loſe à thouſand pounds at faro—and, anſwer 
me fairly, that you might uſe otto of roſes inſtead 


of lavender, haven't you ſent me to bed ſupperleſs 
for a whole month ? 


Lady Pro, Well : and what then, fir ? 
Proje?. Then you ſtint the ſervants in meat and 


drink, only to dreſs them with bags and noſegays— 


and once when you gave one hundred and fifty 
pounds for a curricle, didn't you want me to drive 


two miles over impaſſable roads, only to avoid paying 


a turnpike ? — another time when you and your 
favourite Sir Frederick | 
Lady Pro. There he always ſtrikes me dumb— 


Oh! if I could recriminate! ( aſide.) Well, fir : what of 


Sir Frederick? I'm ſure there's no impropriety in 
our intimacy: we are never tete a tete—At the 
theatre, the opera, all public places, my grand- 


mother is always preſent; and if ever Sir F rede- 


rick kiſt the tip of my finger, the old lady ſaw it 

Project. That's impoſlible : for the old lady's as 
blind as Cupid. —However, it isn't our intereſt ta 
quarrel ;. and if my ſchemes on the Alderman and 
the Nabob turn out as I expect, you ſhall have what 
money you deſire come, ſhake hands,—and now 


walk with me towards Aldgate farm, and I'll explain 
to you all my plans. 


Lady Pro. Aldgate farm! there again! pray, fir, 
to whom do you owe the power you have over the 


Alderman? By whoſe means is that lump of agri- 


culture become an annulty to you {—haye not my 
charms lur'd him? 
Pro ject, To be ſure; he too has a blindneſs; and 
by his own affectation of 1 ee and your flattering 
is vanity 


Lady Pro. He 1 Is become ſo attach'd to the = 
that 
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that the huſband may ſpeculate him out of all his 
roperty. Well, fir, ſince you confeſs the obligation, 
Fn walk with you, and ſee how this curious gentle- 
man farmer goes on. Saturday is the day, I think, 
the ruſtick comes from London. : | 
Project. It is: and as uſual he only comes to paint 
his outhouſes and negle& his land. —The farm is 
mine, and he thinks I ſhall give him a long leaſe ; 
but when I find he has finiſh'd his improvements, I'll 
Jet it over his head. Ob, Eliza! this is the age 
for ſpeculation-—People love deluſion—ay, ſo much 
that the more you dupe them, the better they like 
you, and while a rich citizen ſhall propoſe a fair 
ſcheme which nobody adopts, a daſhing weſt-end of 
the town gentleman ſhall ftart a viſionary one, and, 
bey! preſto !—every body meets him in full cry 
This is my plan, and fo the Nabob and the gentle- 
man farmer ſhall find it, ? [ Exeunt, 


SCENE -A view of the Alderman's Farm—Barn 
with painted doors —Carts, waggons, &c. of  diffe- 
rent colours Hay: ſtact cover d with an elegant 
avoning—M bite rails, Sc. | 1 


Vicokxky diſcovered with a baſket in bis hand. 


Vickery. Here are alterations The vulgar clod 

who kept this farm before my maſter, ſaid he built 
every thing for uſe; he minded the value not the 
look of a thing: —now I think the Alderman has 
ſhewn him the difference. — Here he comes, and I 
muſt be off to his dear Lady Project with this 
baſket full of choice garden- ſtuff, and haunches of 
Nova Scotia mutton. I wiſh the Alderman may 
ſucceed better as a loyer than as a farmer; though 
ä between 
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between you and I, maſter Vickery, I believe he 


knows as much of one as of the other. [ Exit, 


Enter ProJEcT and Alderman ARABLE. 


Ald. Ar. There, there are improvements ! 
Welcome to Aldgate farm, my friend. 
Project. Thank'ye, Alderman, thank'ye Any 
news in London? 

Ad. Ar. That for Laden. for trade ! 

(napping 4 his fingers.) here's the ſpot to make a 


rtune in. Look my dear friend: isn't every thing 


ſo taſty ? ſo neat? fo. clean ? you ſee at once this 
is none of your rough dirty farms: it belongs to a 
gentleman; not to a farmer. 
Project. True: all the outhouſes ſo new, ſo neat ! 
ay, common farmers never think of theſe things. 
Ald. Ar. No: plodding blockheads ! they think 
of nothing but ploughing, ſowing, and reaping : 
they look to the inſide of their barns; I to the out ! 
that pretty team now; (pointing to ove.) it carries all 
the 2 and other manure to a neighbouring far- 
mer's, for you muſt know I'm too cleanly to have any 
duſt or dirt thrown on my land: a little chalk makes 
it look light and pretty. Then the piggery ! what 
do you think of the piggery? there! why there it is. 
Project. Mercy on me! in high varniſh! Why, 
its very elegant. But pray, Alderman, haven't you 
found that the pigs ſpoil the paint? 
Ad. Ar. Yes, and that the paint ſpoils the pigs 
ſo I've got an excellent remedy—1 keep none. 
Project. That's one way to be ſure.—But with 
regard to the more eſſential parts of farming, — 
how goes on your cabbage plantation ? your ſpecu- 
lation on butter? what have been your profits? 


Ald, Ar, Profit! aſk my bailiff about that. The 
fact 
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fact is, Project, I have had a curſt unlucky year: 
the ſeaſons have been againſt me: a hot winter —a 
froſty ſummer— flies, blights, and grubs, in all the 
corn ſheep, calves, and horſes, all with the ſtaggers 
| — foxes eating up my chickens—cocknies ſhooting 
my geeſe—and as for the ſpeculation you mention, 
why, the cows eat me farty load of hay, and I only 
made thirty pounds of butter; Debtor for hay 
one hundred forty five pounds, twelve ſhillings and 
eight pence, Per contra, creditor for butter, one 
pound, ſeventeen 3 and ten pence 
farthing!“ 
Project. Ah! I fee it don't anſwer fo well as 1 
expected ; but about the plantation ? 
Ad. Ar. Oh! the cabbages. —Ay: there I've 
been fortunate.—I tell you what—that plantation 
and my Noya Scotia ſheep will make by. for all wy 
„ 


Jack ARABLE, — ) 


Father—Where are you father ? 

Project. Here's your ſon. I'm told ſince he left 
Oxford and went to ſtudy under a ſpecial pleader, 

that he's much improvy'd.—Why his education muſt 
have coſt you a great ſum of money, Alderman ? 

Ald. Ar. Thouſands, thouſands! But he'll repay , 
me.—Hark'ye; he is now a Batchelor of Arts—by \ 
and by King” s Counſel—hereafter member for the 
county then great Orator—the Seals—the Cabinet 
Oh! there's no doubt but Jack will make his own 

fortune and mine too. 
Project. How do you mean why don't you 
allow him an income ? 

Ald. Ar. Not a ſhilling, —T have given him a moſt 
glorious education and that's fortune enough now- 
a-days,—Nc ow he ſtarts fair, and he's like my field of 
cabbage ; 


every where, The Novia Scotia Sheep. 
[ puffing himſelf. 
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cabbages; ſo well cultivated that there” s no doubt of 
4 tine crop. 


Euter Jack Azare. 


Jack Ar. O father, I've been hunting for you 
pheugh. 


Ald. Ar. Well, . of the dear animals? 

Jack. Why, they have broken into the planta- 
tion and are eating up the cabbages as faſt as they 
can—l dare ſay, 1 ſaw them devour one third before 
I came away. 

Ald. Ar. Vou did! did you bo s the bailiff? 
oh! this is an old manœuvre— the farmers are in 
a combination againſt me, and whenever their cattle 
want food, they ſend them to breakfaſt, dine, and 


ſup on my crops they're not my ſheep, ſo Fl go 


and pound them—in the mean time, Jack, do you 


give my friend, Mr. Project, a ſpecimen of your 


talents. Eu. 
Fack Ar. My talents Lord! they ſpeak for 


themfelves I'm ſure—don't they Mr, 
Project. How long is it ſince you left college, fir? 


and pray what was your chief ſtudy there? 


Jack Ar. Study, heh ?—come—thar's fair, very fair, 


Why, my ftudy was to ſhoot without miſſing : leap five 


barr'd gates full fpeed—get drunk—make love to 


my laundreſs—break lamps with my mathematical 


inſtruments, and knock down the proctors with the 
claſſics—famous, heh ?—oh ! I finiſh'd my educa- 


tion in a moſt capital ſtyle. 
Project. So I perceive, ſir but how do you like 


the Temple, ſir? —how does PR Pleading agree 
with you? 


Jack Ar. Special Pleading el” m above that 


mum: — don't tell father, and I'll let you into a 


ſecret | 
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ſecret Ive been two years with a Special Pleader 
and never ſaw his fat face in all my life—fair, heh 
very fair !— no, no: I know 

Project. What do you know, fir ? 

Jack Ar. That Weſtminſter Hall won't do for Jack 

Arable—the market's over-ſtock'd—there's ſuch a 
croud of black cattle, and ſo few buyers, that one 
half muſt be return'd on the owner's hand, at prime 
coſt.—0 !—beſides, if one did get a brief, the 
| King's-Bench is like other courts, ſo crouded, that 
there'sno getting a place in it—and there's the caſe— 
I muſt come back to father and what then ?—he | 
won't give me the Spaniſh. + 
3 The Spaniſh now what the devirs 
1 

Fack Ar. Why, ready money, not credit or paper. 
When I aſk him for a few guineas he reminds me 
of my education—refers me to Weſtminſter Hall— 
ſays I ſhall be call'd next term and make thouſands. 
Thouſands ! plague on't!—after being three years 
-M barriſter, attending the courts, and going the cir- 
cuits; I dare ſay, I ſhan't fetch the price of my 
| gown and wig!—ſo you ſee, Mr. Project, here am 

I with a finiſh'd. education 1 in the "_ road to a 
jail. 

Project. No, no—your marriage with Cecilia 
wall prevent that. | 

| Fack Ar. Ay, I ſhall be glad to have her. 

Project. What! you love her, do you? 

Jack Ar. No, but I love her fortune; and if I 
could marry her to-morrow, I'd touch the Spaniſh, 
and be off to London directly to Epſom Races 
the grand Cricket Match zounds -in making 
me a Special Pleader, they'd your one as the moſt 
daſhing gs in —_— | 


1 on Re-enter 
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Re-enter Alderman ARABLE, 


Ald. Ar. I've ſecur'd the gormandizers, and there's 
an end of that buſineſs, Well, my friend, how have 
you found him ?—isn't his head like my land? 

Preject. Exactly —ſo barren that no cultivation 

can improve it (de.) but ſince you agree to the 
match with Cecilia, the * he pays his addreſſes 
the better. What ſay you? will you go and have 
the firſt interview now? 
N Ad. Ar. With all my heart; her brother is * 
Nabob, ſo let's go directly | 

Fack Ar. Stop, ſtop—when we get to Mr. Pro- 
ject's houſe, you muſt hoth of you grant me a 
favour, you muſt let me ſee = brother Edward's 
friend, | 

Project. Who is that, Gr? : 

Jack Ar. Why, the lady that's lock'd up— my 
coulin Emmeline—nay, don't be angry; I only 

want her to pay me twenty pounds ſhe owes me. 

Ald. Ar. My niece Emmeline owe you twenty 

unds how do you make out that? 
Juact Ar. I'll tell you: two years ago I aſk'd her 
to lend me fifty pounds, ſhe had only thirty in her _ 
pocket, which ſhe generouſly gave me—now you 
know ſhe owes me the odd rwenty—fair, very fair, 
isn't it? 

Ad. Ar. Nonſenſe — is under the care of f 
my beſt friend here, who don't chuſe ſne ſnould be 
diſturb'd in her ſecluſion: he does every —_ that 
is right with regard to that unhappy girl. f 

Project. I thank you for your approbation—but 

come; let's to Cecilia. 

Ald. Ar. Ay, come, my boy : odsheart ! ſtrike 
her with your talents at once, and if ſhe aſks about 


a marriage ſettlement, ou your hand to your 1 
re 
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hit it hard; it won't hurt it, Jack - ſay, © here it 
is“ here's the place, like the Alderman's granary— 
ſo full . 

Jack Ar. Full, father !— 

Ald. Ar. Faith ! I forgot—it's empty. How- 
ever, don't deſpair, for three ſuch lads as we are will 
make a match, or be a match for any woman in 
the world ! Ie... 


ACT 
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ACT UI. 


A 


— 


SCEN E A. Apartment in Mr. Project's ys 


Enter Projtct, and Ceciiia. 


Cecilia, I tell you, it's all ſettled—T've ſeen young 
Arable : he propos'd marriage, and I gave him as 
warm a reception as you could wiſh. "But, Lady 
Katharine Project, fir; ſhe tires me with her inſinua- 
tions — ſhe ſays, I come here to ſeduce her huſband's 
affections, when you know, Mr. Project, he's the laſt 
man on earth I ſhould fix on for a gallant. 
Project. Mr. Project's very much oblig'd to you: 
but the truth is this, Cecilia—ſhe knows I ſee her 
partiality for ſir Frederick: this makes her all obe- 
dience—but if ſhe could once recriminate; only 
prove I have my gallantries (and I have had them 
beyond a doubt) why then ſnap goes the rod I hold 
over her, and all the Money I ſpeat in patching * 
her reputation 

Cecilia. Money, in patching up reputation — 
how do you mean, coz? 

Project. Mean! that when certain people loſe 
their character, they ſpend half their fortune in at- 
tempting to retrieve it—keep open houſe, give 
public entertainments—ſuppers, balls, concerts, 
galas—then every body comes; for if Belzebub 
himſelf gave a dinner, there are people who would 

to it !l—every body comes, I ſay—eat, drink, 
dance, and retire; and while the hoſt and hoſteſs 
fancy they are ſounding their praiſes, egad ! they're 
only cutting up their reputation, and laughing at 


them more and more * their folly, 
| Cecilia. 
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Cecilia, Are they? then I wiſh lady Proje& 

would recriminate, for I'm very fond of balls, con- 
certs and galas; and if you're expos'd, you muſt 

give them to patch up your own reputation, you know 

A ſo adieu !——oh, I forgot, though—lend me the 

key of the Pagoda, will * p 

Project. The Pagoda! _ | 

Cecilia. Ay, there's an eclipſe to night, and it 
will be a charming place to ſee it from—come give 
it me—fooliſh man II dare ſay, now, you're think= 
ing this may lead to ſome plot about Emmeline 
but you forget there are other doors and other 
keys, Mr. Cerberus, and as I've given the Bride- 

room ſuch a warm reception—— 

Project. Well !—your kindneſs to young Arable 
deſerves a reward, and as I've no reaſon to ſuppoſe 
you mean to make a bad uſe of the key, take it 
heh !—here's the gentleman himſelf! and I declare 
looking as melancholy as if the honey moon was 
over—nay—don't leave us. 

Cecilia. If I don't, I ſhall be too late for the 
| eclipſe—ſo good evening — ſpouſe will deſcribe our 
interview to you—he'll tell you what pretty things 
I faid of him and his father: upon my word they're 
a charming pair, and though a nameſake of mine 
had long ſince won my affections; yet, when I faw 
young Arable—Oh ! who can a reſiſt a man of his 


education. 1 95 Exit. 


Enter Jack ARABLE. 


Project. Joy! I give you joy, fir, —ſhe has con- 
ſented — be brother-in-law to a Nabob, and 
I, bringing about the match, ſhall touch a thouſand 

ounds from the Alderman. Come, fit down, my 
boy, and tell me all about it (She fit.)—who had 


the firſt word? you or Cecilia? | 
E Fack Ars 
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Fack Ar. I had the firſt : ſhe the laſt, 
Project. Ah! that's one of the ſex's privileges; 
but how did ſhe conclude ? with recommending 
you to go to a parſon, and finiſh the marriage? 
Jack Ar. No: ſhe concluded with recommend- 
ing me to go to ſchool again and finiſh my educa- 
tion Mr. Project, you'll hardly believe it, but 
ſhe call'd me Maſter Jacky: laugh'd at my learn- 
ing; ridicul'd my manners; and when I reminded 
her that I had been made a ſcholar, and a gentle- 
man, ſhe ſaid I might as well ſay one of my father's 
cows had been made to tranſlate Greek, or dance 
the minuet de la Cour. „„ | 
Project. Why, this is a warm reception indeed! 
well: what was your anſwer? 
Fack Ar. Says I, ma'am !f—ma'am! I'm a Ba- 


1 bear of Arts, and a Student at Law; I can ſolve 


a Problem, draw a Demurrer, and read a Latin 
Ovid. „ 5 
Project. A Latin Ovid what not a tranſlation? 
Jack Ar. No: a real Latin Ovid, fays I, 
ma' am !—that was fair, was'nt it? had her there 
famous, heh? | 

Project. Was ever time and money ſo waſted on 
a blockhead's education? (afide.)—you ſhould have 
told her you were ſhortly to be call'd to the bar; 
that you were now at a Special Pleader's : if I miſ- 
take not, ſhe is a great admirer of the profeſſion. 
. Fack Ar. No, no: ſhe's not ſo bad as that either; 
for when, by way of a joke, I ſaid, that Weſtminſter 
Hall would be a knowing place to give a maſque- 
rade in“ a maſquerade ! ” ſays ſhe—< there's 


one there every day in Term time !”*—famous, heh ? 


had me there: but here's father juſt awoke from 

his after dinner nap—'gad ! he ſhall have his 

mare 31 | 9 
. Enter 
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Jack Ar. Father, I'm come from my intended 
wife: ſhe ſpeaks ſo highly of you. 

Ald. Ar. Does ſhe? that makes out my dream 
then: I dreamt ſhe gave you her hand, becauſe ſhe 
ſaid your father underſtood farming better than any - 
man in England, Oh! the dear creature !—how 
was it ? 

Fack Ar. She ſaid, that while you were planting 
ſhrubberies, building outhouſes, and painting the 
pig ſtye, your bailiff was cheating you of the ſmall 
crops your neglected fields produced; z that in a 
month you would ſpend more money in fattening a 
ſingle wether, than would ſupply the Court of 
Aldermen with turtle and veniſon for a year ; that 
| your garden is as expenſive as your farm, for that 
every Monday morning, when your coach is cram'd 
with hampers of garden ſtuff, there isn't a turnip. 
top within them but coſts more than all the pine 
apples | in Covent Garden market—that was fair, 
wasn't it ?—very fair. 

Aid. Ar. I'll hear no more it's a libel; and if 
ſhe wasn't ſiſter to a Nabob——a wether coſt me 
more than veniſon ; and turhip tops more than pine 

apples! Il be reveng'd, 

Jack Ar, So will I—but how father ? 

Ald. Ar. How! why by making her your wife, 


oo, whether ſhe will or no- I'm determin'd to have a 


pow'r over her; and Mr. Project, I'll give you all 

my crops in and out of the ground—all my live 

and dead ſtock—ay, an additional thouſand pounds 

only to make me father to this Jezabel, and then— 

leave me to manage her education. 

Project. If ſhe won't conſent, Alderman, what 
can 1 do! ? 


02 Fack Ar. 
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Fack Ar. What! college for that; we claſſics 
know a trick or two, and give me an opportunity, 
and five to four but I make her Mrs. Jack Arable - 
before to-morrow morning. Zounds ! I'll carry 
her off, then touch the Spaniſh, and away to Epſom 
and cricket—( aſide ain. ſay you to the two 
thouſand pounds. 

Project. That it's a nice Speculation, and as there 
can be no harm in getting a girl a good huſband, 
I will give you an opportunity : hark ye, ſhe is 
now in my garden, in the pagoda; come with me 
directly, and but hold, hold, where will you 
carry her to ? 

Jack Ar. To Aldgate farm to be ſure, where 
we ve a parſon waiting, and where we'll con- 
vince her, that we can make a match, or be a match 

for any woman in the world: come | 

Ald. Ar. Ay, away with you ; and when ſhe's 
my daughter, inſtead of being faſhionable and im- 
pertinent, ſhe ſhall be humble and induſtrious: ſhe 
ſhall give up the harpſicord for the ſpinning wheel ; 
faro and archery for the hen-houſe and the dairy 
and, inſtead of parading d la militaire on a high bred 
hunter, ſhe ſhall carry eggs to market on broken- 
knee'd Dobbin, and be a pattern for all the farmer's 
wives and daughters in the land! away my boys! 

Exeunt. 


SCENE II.—— Another 2 in Project's 
Country Houſe. — 4 Door in Flat. 


a 8 


Cecil. So, I've trick'd him out of the key, and 
now for my dear Emmeline (Opens the door in flat.) 


Enter 
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Enter EMMELINE. 


Emme. Oh my friend! you come moſt oppor- 
| tunely—at the very moment when moſt I needed 
conſolation and ſupport. Look there (giving a let- 
ter) tis my guardian's anſwer to the letter we plan'd 
together, . 8 
| Cecilia reads : 


t You are kept here to recruit your health 

 & your fortune ſhall be paid you on the day of 

c your marriage in the mean time don't trouble 

ce me any more with unreaſonable requeſts, leſt 

ce] ſhould imagine you have relaps'd—you un- 
« derſtand——” 


This is beyond all bearing, I cannot endure ſuch 
Emme. How then can I? Oh, Cecilia! when 
diſſipation and ruin deprives the thoughtleſs profli- 

ate of his ſenſes, there is little cauſe for lamenting 
a diſorder that bereaves him of all memory of his 
vices; but when a poor ſufferer like myſelf, whoſe 
only error has been virtuous love, who has done no 

wrong but that of cheriſhing an honeſt paſſion, and 
that paſſion for a time deprived her of her reaſon, 
what is to be her fate? is ſhe to be pitied, or thus for 
ever puniſhed? _ „„ | 

Cecil. Don't be unhappy, Emmeline ; I feel for 

you—pity you ſincerely. — 

Emme. I need it, for if I were as they inſinuate, 
I ſhould not have the ſenſe to feel my ſorrows ſo . 
acutely. My heart has long been breaking, and 
but for your humanity, the ſtruggle had been paſt— 
would it were! and yet Cecilia | 
Cecil. What, my friend? 

1 „„ Nun. 
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Emme. If I could ſee and bleſs the lovely cauſe 
of all — 
Cecil. Be comforted, you ſhall ſee him; come, 
cheer up, for ſunſhine breaks in upon you, Emme- 


line; look, this key will ſecure your eſcape—ay, 
tis the pagoda key, your guardian gave it me, and 


in my lodgings in London you may be ſafely con- 
cealed, till Edward comes to pop him and to re- 


war d your ſufferings. 


Emme. Is there a hope then of our meeting ? Oh! J 
Joy will now diſtract me, but think what difficul- 


ties | 
Cecil, None but what we can ſurmount : the ſer- 


vant who brings a chaiſe near the garden, will unlock 


the gate ouiſide ; I'll go give him orders directly, 

and that no time may be loſt do you retire inſtantly 
into the pagoda (gives Emmeline the key.) wait till 
I come, or you hear the gate unbarred—nay, no 
more melancholy looks ; henceforth you muſt ſmile 
and be cheerful, and ſome years hence, you, I, and 


Edward will fit over a winter fire, and laugh at our 
cunning in outwitting that firſt of ſchemers my 
couſin Project. 


Emme. Kind generous girl! I will do all that you 


deſire— till we meet, farewell! how I tremble for the 


event, yet why ? if I'm brought back, they cannot 


perſecute me more, and if I *icape their ſnares, the 


fight of Edward Oh! the thought revives me! 
and ſince my guardian is ſo bold in guilt, wherefore 
ſhould innocence be fearful? no, I've a virtuous 
cauſe, and I will nobly fall or triumph in the con- 
flick ! 1 ſeparately. 


SCENE 
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SCENE ITI:;—Projtct's Garden: a Pagoda at 
i the Ning — moon ligbt. N 


Enter PRoj gor and Jack ARABLE, 


J ach Ar. So ſhe was caught in her own ſnare, 
heh? Well, this is the place with the foreign name, 
the pagoda as you call it, pray what put it into your 
head to build ſuch an out-of-the-way thing ? - 

Project. Speculation, fir, ſpeculation : the houſe 
ſtood on my hands, ſo by running up a pair of wings 
after the eaſtern faſhion I thought to catch ſome 
thoughtleſs Nabob, but it wou'dn't do, they were 
obſtinate ; however, my rich couſin is coming 
home— | 5 

Fack Ar. And he pays for their obſtinacy—fair, 


that's very fair; but about this Miſs Cecilia—ſhe 


is coming here to ſee an eclipſe you ſay. 

Project. Yes, ſhe has herſelf given you a fair 4 
portunity, and if you don't carry her to your fa- 
ther's, where a parſon and a licence is ready - ſtop, 
T think I ſaw a light, perhaps ſhe's there already 
(/ooks through the key-hole) ſhe is! I ſee her petticoat. 
Fack Ar. Do you? that's famous—an eclipſe, 
heh? gad !] ſhe ſhall ſee a conſtellation, Go, ſquire, 

BO, tell the alderman to look out for me and my 
WIIe— | 5 ED 
Project. No, I muſt go and look out for my own 

wife, for if ſhe finds me and Cecilia out of the houſe 
at this time of night, ſhe'll talk of recrimination for 
ever; ſo ſucceſs to you, and remember, ſhe's an 
angel, my young lawyer. | 

Fack Ar. Why, as I'ma lawyer I'd better forget 
it, for we and angels don't exactly ſuit each other. 
You manage your wife, I'll take care of mine. (PRo- 

| . 1 | JECT - 


— 
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JECT exit.) now for it—now to coax her into the gar- 
den — (opens the door of the pagoda)—Ma'am ! hadn't 
you better come out, ma'am ? don't be frighten'd, 
there's nobody here but me—ſhe's coming by all 


” that” s tender, claſſical, and famous! 


Enter EMMELINB from the 1 


Emme. This is my friend's ſervant, I ſuppoſe, 
with the carriage—where can ſhe be herſelf ? ſhe 
promiſed to follow me inſtantly ; however I'll aſk 
r e what do JI ſee? my couſin Ara- 
ble ! then I'm deceived, and am undone for ever. 
Jack Ar. (not knowing Ber.) Yes, it's maſter 
Jacky ! he's not gone to ſchool you ſee ; however, I'll 
firſt ſecure the gate, that nobody may come from the 
houſe and diſturb us (he bars the gate of the pagoda) 
—come, Miſs Cecilia, come to Aldgate-farm, and 
teach the cows to tranſlate Greek and dance minuets. 
What, ſulkey, heh ? let's look in your face—how ! 
why, it is not you, is it? no, egad! *tis couſin 
Emmeline. 
Emme. Yes, that Emmeline who was once your 
friend and favourite, who being deſerted by her fa- 
mily, and perſecuted by her guardian, meant to 
eſcape from confinement, but ſhe is diſappointed ; 
you have diſcovered my intentions, fir, and I con- 
feſs myſelf completely 1 in your power, 
FJac Ar. What! it's a 1 is it? you ſtole 
out inſtead of the other,—come, that's fair, very 
fair. Well ! and how d'ye do, coz ? do you know 
I've finiſhed my education ſince. I ſaw you—l have 
famouſly, but . you've been very ill, Emmeline ? 
however,we won't talk about that, you're recover'd, 
and I'm glad on't with all my heart! yh you uſed 


me moſt unkindly, coz. 
Eume ' 
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Emme. It ſeems I have uſed every body fo, elſe I 
think I ſhould not have been ſo hardly treated. I 
have been amply puniſhed, fir. 

Jack Ar. You have, you have, Emmeline ; but 
you ſhould have kept your promiſe about the Spa- | 
niſh— I always kept my word with you, and once 
you know when we were boys and girls and you and 
my brother Edward quarrelled about your little tame 
| fawn, did not you cry and aſk me to make it up be- 
tween you! and didn't I bid him kiſs the fawn and 
kiſs you, and ever after wasn't he ſo fond of 

OU-—— 
l mme. Let me beſeech you, fir, name not your 
brother: lead not my mind to thoughts, that, whilſt 
they charm, diſtract me. I'm ſorry I forgot my 
promiſe, but you ſhould remember, I alſo forgot 
myſelf; remind me, and perhaps 

Fack Ar. I've a great mind — I will !—why 
the fact is, Emmeline, you offer'd to lend me fifty 
pounds, and you only gave me thirty: now you 


now you owe me the odd twenty. I'm the laſt 


erſon on earth to dun people for money, but 
really when it has been owing ſo long, upon my 
ſou] I beg your pardon, but the Alderman cuts ſo 
cloſe : he has educated me fo like a gentleman, and 
keeps me ſo like a beggar, that here I am with a 
head full of the notions of life and diſſipation, and a 
pocket as my as Oxford in the vacation. 
Emme. ret that my guardian has not left me 
the means of f folflling my promiſe, but when I ſee 
my friend Cecilia, I've no Toabe but ſhe'll procure 
what you deſire.— And now, fir, let me know * 
fate: am I to go back to my priſon? 
Fack Ar, Go to priſon! what! when we've 
Spaniſh to keep us out of it? no, that's not fair. 
We'll go to London, to Epſom, to the grand 


match ; or if, as is moſt likely, you prefer Miſs 1 
ä la's 


S .%; 
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ha's company to mine, 1'll call her to be care of 
you ; for if J leave you till you're ſafe _ your 
guardian's clutches, may I loſe the long odds, and 
be flogg'd round the race-courſe like a blacklegs. 
Emme. Now, indeed, you are the brother of my 


_ Edward :—then call Cecilia: I dare ſay by this 


time ſhe is arriv'd in the pagoda; and yonder is a 
carriage waiting to conduct us to London: there I 


ſhall remain till your brother arrives, and then make - 


an appeal to the laws of my country, 
Jack Ar. Never, never go to law: leave the whoſe 


bulineſs to arbitration, for if you don't at firſt, the 


lawyers, after emptying your pockets, will only do 
it at laſt.— However, I'll unbar the gate, (goes 10 


pagoda.) gad! this is famous !—how Project and 
the Alderman will be bother'd? Z ounds! what do 
I ſee?—your guardian !—(runs 7 EMMELINE.) 


don't, don't agitate pare; pull down your veil 
and Pl 


Exuzing pulls down her veil, and ProjEcT enters. 


Projeft. As 1 thought. —My wife ſuſpects an 
aſſignation between me and Cecilia, and is now 
coming to detect me. Mr. Arable: a word if you 
pleaſe. (Jack leaves EMMELINE, and comes to PRo- 
JECT.) If you don't get her off, —and, I ſee how 1 i 
is ?—you can't perſuade her 

Jack Ar. Can't I? um? ecce ſignum, as we 
great ſcholars ſay. (goes to E MMELINE.) Come, 


Miss, will you go with Maſter Jacky, and be made 


daughter-in-law to an Alderman ? (EMMELINE gives 
bim her band and nods aſſent.) there] haven't I a rare 
granary ? Why, I'll back my head at a ſcheme 
againſt yours, Little Project. 
Project. No, you . 10 t do that; for this Ay 
ſcheme Was al my planning, you know, | 


Tack Ar. | 


SPECULATION. WE, 


Jack Ar. So it was; and you ſhall have the full 
credit of it, my boy The chaiſe will take us to the 
neareſt inn, and I'll return for Cecilia. (gde to 

EMMELINE.) Bid her goo of by ; give her your 
ſanction. (PRE bows and kiſſes his hand.) There; 

now you do as he orders you.—You ſee, quite, 


Jou ſee, this is both famous and fair, isn't it? 


[ Exit, handing off EMMELINE. 

* Projet. It is! it is! (/ooks out.) He hands her 

into the carriage! the poſtilion ſhuts the door! 

—mounts his horſes !—away they go !—Huzza! 
Huzza ! | 


Enter Alderman ARABLE, running againſt him. 


Ald. Ar, Huzza! huzza! he has her! he has 
her joey I give you joy, my friend. 

Projeck. This is reaping the harveſt, farmer. 

10. Ar, Ay; we're in clover now l- But 
Project, I met that good and ſweet woman your 
wife, in ſuch a jealous rage 

Project. That's a better joke than t other. She 
thinks to detect me in an aſſignation with Cecilia; 
put the bird is flown, you ſee. 


| Enter Lady KATHARINE Projror. 


Lady Pro. So, Mr. Project; where have you con- 

ceal'd Cecilia? Mr. Arable, he brings this young 
lady to my houſe,—entertains her in the moſt 
expenſive ſtyle, - gives her the moſt extravagant 
ſuppers, and having decoy'd her into an aſſignation, 
he now comes here to carry her off. 

Ald. Ar. That's impoſſible, your ladyſhip, be- 
cauſe Jack has carried her off already.—She is by 
this time as ſafe at Aldgate farm, as Emmeline is 


in your houſe, and I dare lay they and the parſon 
are 
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are ſetting down to a haunch of my Novia Scotia 
mutton. —Do you know, my lady, I always kill my 
own mutton and milk my own cows ? 

Lady Pro. At Aldgate farm indeed more 5 
likely ſhe's in that ä —Ar'n't I right, my 
mer | 
Project. You are, my foul. —Hark'ye, —did Sir 
Frederick teach you this ? 

Lady Pro. There now! I'm always to be choak'd 
at the moment of recrimination ! I believe Cecilia's 
innocent, but to know my huſband's falſhood, and 
never be able to prove it.—I can't bear his tri omph— | 

I (taking out her handkerchief) am the moſt unhap- 
Py ill- treated wife. (( ing. 


: Cecil IA taps at the door with inſide the Pa goda. 


Aid. Ar. What the devil's that? 
Project. What, indeed !—huſh ! 1 , 
Cecilia. (within.) Why don't you _ the door | 2 
*tis I ! *cis Cecilia! | 
Lady Pro. Oh! it is, is it ?—then come out and— | 
(Opens the door of the pagoda, and leads out CECILIA. ) 
I ſay Mr. Alderman, they're ſetting down to a 
| 3 of Novia Scotia mutton, are they ? 
* Ar. . this is reaping the harveſt | in- 
dee 
Proje?. Ay: we're in clover now with a ven- 
eance. Cecilia, what does this mean? 
Cecil. Why as all concealment will now be uſeleſs, 
I may venture to inform you that þy ſome accideat 
Emmeline has eſcap'd, I find; and I came here in 
ſearch of her, and not to meet your huſband ma 'am, 
upon my honour. 
Projeck. Emmeline eſcap'd !—that was her then 
tare me well-educated blockhead handed off, ſaying, 


CS a 
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ce. you ſee ! this is both famous and fair!“ *Sdeath ! 
I've out-ſchem'd myſelf, —I'll purſue her inſtantly. 
Alderman, will you go with me? 
Ald. Ar. Ay; that I will; my ſon, Captain 
Edward, is arriv'd, and if he 2 Emmeline ſnould 
meet, — I tell you what, —as Jack has made two 
fools of us, I'll perſuade the Eaſt Indian to let 
Edward marry his ſiſter Cecilia. Come along. 
Odsheart! I won't wait to order my carriage or 
have garden ſtuff.— (Cecilia laughs. ) now there again! 
I only wiſh I had you at the farm. —I'd 
Project. Come; I know what you're going to 
ſay. 
Ald. Ar. Do you: ? then you know more than L 


ol myſelf; for plague on the girls, they'll drive me 


out of my ſenſes! [ Exit with PROJECT. 
Lady. Pro. My dear Cecilia, I never doubted 
your innocence. Come; let's go and prepare for 
London. I long to ſee your brother the young 
Nabob. I dare ſay, he'll bring over the moſt 
charming preſents. 
Cecil. Very likely : but my mind is all on Emme- 
line. Poor Girl! May ſhe eſcape the perſecution 
of her enemies, and be rewarded as her virtue and 
her ſufferings deſerve ! | [ Exennt. 


ACT 
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An elegant Apartment at Pro jecT's Houſe, 2 
London. : 


Enter PRojEcT, and Six FREDERICK. 


Project. Not find her! Emmeline not to be 
found ! tell me, fir Frederick, have you been at 
young Arable's. chambers ? Lo ae 

Sir Fred. I have—and he is out of town, at 
Epſom : poſitively, I can hear nothing of Emme- 
line — but what then? fretting won't find her; and 
if it did, I dare ſay you'd find ſomething elle to 
fret you—I'm her lover, and you ſee I'm not un- 

Project. No: you havnt the reaſon J have—ſhe 
may fall into the hands of ſome enemy, who may 
fay, I have entangled her fortune ; confin'd her after 
| her health was reſtor'd; and at laſt convince her 
uncle, the alderman, that I have wrong'd her—then 
her friend, captain Arable, is in town, you ſay. 

Sir Fred. Yes, he arriv'd laſt night from Gibral- 
tar receiving a letter that inform'd him of Em- 
meline's recovery; he quitted the regiment at the 
riſk of offending his father—leave me to manage 
him: let me ſee— (locing at his watch.) I' am 
now going to meet him. . 

Project. Are you? then tell him of her eſcape: 
the neceſſity of reſtoring her to my power hint at 
a relapſe, and perſuade him to join in ſearching for 
ber: I would go with you; but I'm waiting here to 

receive my couſin Tanjore, 1 | 

3 = _ ftlouriſh 
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Flouriſb of clarinets without. 


Project. That's him ! that's the young Nabob— 
] order'd the band to ſtrike up as he paſs'd through 
the hall; and as he's been accuſtom'd to be ſur- 


. © rounded with flaves, I've hir'd thoſe Blacks and 


other attendants to give him a fort of pompous 
Entree. 

Sir Fred. Ay, there's the Eaſt Indian: I won- 
der whether Mr. Tatjore's as eaſy and familiar as 
ever: I remember when he had neither caſh nor 
credit, he uſed to call the greateſt men by their 
Chriſtian names; and though he hadn't a coat to his 
own back, he was always remarking on the dreſs of 
other people. 

Projet. Ah! he was no Nabob then: now 1 fear 
he's as haughty and reſerv'd as he was before free 


and familiar: good day, fir Frederick: I ſhall rely 


on your making caprain Arable my friend. (Sir 
Frederick exit.) now for it: now for my beſt ſcheme! 
to be ſure, my tricking him and turning my back 
en him before he went to Madraſs, was rather 
unlucky ; but his coming to my houſe, proves he 
don't think the worſe of me—no, no: I have him: 
and when I've fairly ſtrip'd him; I'll ſend him to 
India again, there to make another fortune, for the 
benefit of me and my n 


Another Flouriſh.—Enter Blacks with Muſic, ſervants 
in ſuperb liveries preceding Tanjore and Cecilia, 
ether allendants followin ge 


Tan. Billy, your hand—where's Betſy ? well: 
here we are you fee : hot from Madras: warm as 
Lucifer—rich as Crœſus, my boy! | 

| | | i Project. 
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Project. Tis as I thought! (afide.) I hope you 
found my carriages and horſes all ready: I ſhould 
have been miſerable if you hadn't condeſcended to 
make uſe of them. 

Tan. Should you? then be happy, coz ; for I'll 
make uſe of them for ever : the carriages and horſes 
are mine, Billy. 

Project. They are, you do me great honour in 
accepting them !—he has forgot our old quarrel— 
and I ſhall finger every farthing I (de.) Well: 
but about India, couſin you made your fortune 
very rapidly. 

Tan. Yes: the princeſs Nundomoree took a 
fancy to my perſon and dreſs—introduc'd me to 
the Nabob of Begumboree: he to the Rajah of 
Seringapatoree ; and ſo amongſt them you ſee | 
but, Billy, what makes you ſo civil? before I ſail'd, 
you wouldn't pay the fare of a hackney coach for 
me, and now you give me all your carriages and 
horſes: well, well: I take it very kind of you; 
and fo hark'ye—a few weſterly winds will bring 
round the 3 bound fleet, and then hire all 
the ſtrongeſt waggons you can get: bullion ! pearls ! 

diamonds !—oh, damme, coz, this houſe ſhall never 
hold them. 
Project. I hope this houſe will hold them though: 
oh! for a weſterly wind -in return, my dear 
friend, the wife J deſign for you has five thouſand a 
year to be ſure it's very little; but. 

Tan. A little's better than nothing, you know ; 
and if I like her perſon and manners, why, five 
thouſand a year will be very pretty pin money: but 
what's here, Billy ?—(/ooking at his coat,) is this a 
dreſs for a couſin of a Nabob? _ 

Project. What! at the old work ?—pſha ! what 


ſignifies dreſs! * 


0 Tan, | 
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Tan. Every thing, now-a-days—a good coat is 
tantamount to a good character; and if the World 
be a Stage, it's as neceſſary to dreſs as to act your 
art well: then conſider the effect why, when I 
anded from the Packet in my old blue coat, ſhabby 


red waiſtcoat, and decay'd kerſeymeres, I cut 


through the alleys, and was puſh'd and ſmok'd by 
every apprentice and ſhopkeeper I met: but, the 
moment I put on theſe ſmart cloathes that you 
' ſent, I ſwagger'd through the moſt public ſtreets— 
joſtled all the men of faſhion—cock'd my eye at all 
the lords, and receiv'd the homage and bows of the 
very ſhopkeepers and apprentices that had before 
fneer'd at me. Oh! in this age of falſe *appear- 
ances, there's nothing like a ſhewy outſide ; and a 
taylor is a man of more conſequence than you 
imagine. | IE: 
Project. Well, but after the fatigue of travelling, 
don't you want ſome refreſhment i: pray do here as 
if you were at home. „ 
Tan. That I do every where: I never ſtood on 
ceremony in my life; but as to refreſhment, that 
depends on our hoſteſs, who, if I recollect, is rather 
cloſe - ſhort commons —heh, Billy? | 
Project. Worſe and worſe : ſhe has almoſt ſtarv'd 
me ſince you went: you haven't yet ſeen her though: 
John, call Lady Project. 
Tan. No, no: call her yourſelf: in India, I was al- 
ways waited upon by the maſter of the houſe, and 
therefore, go, Billy—go—beſides, I wiſh to ſpeak 
to my ſiſter : ſtop, though—I ſhall want ſome ready 
money. e 
Project. What the Spaniſh ? — 4 
Tan. Oh, nothing elſe—go, ſend your wife, 
and pray——— *' 1 
Project. For a weſterly wind! you ſhall have. 
; D what 


t 
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what money you require ; ſo—here” 88 peculation . 


Oh! for a weſterly wind! 
Exit. The ſervants follow him. 


Cecilia. My dear brother, let me once more con- 


 gratulate you: why, who'd have thought of your 
n home ſo rich? | 


Tan. Ah! who indeed? you n- t expect! it: 


| did you, Cecily ? 


Cecilia. No; I expected you'd return as you F 
went, I thought you'd come and fay, 2 here” 8 


a Nabob without a ſhilling, Cecily ! ? 


Tan. Did you? then you e 0 exactly right, 


for here's a Nabob without a ſhilling, Cecily ]!“ 


Cecilia. Nonſenſe !—Mr. Project ſays, you have 
brought over money enough to * him new houſes: 1 


Tan. Not enough to buy him a new coat. 
Cecilia. Nay, now you're joking: I know you 
muſt be rich, by the ſtyle you kept up in India: 
you liv'd in a palace, my dear brother. 
Tan. I liv'd in a jail, my dear ſiſter. 
Cecilia. Come, come; havn't 1 heard that your 
r was emboſs'd with gold ? that your din- 


ners were more expenſive thap the governor's. 


Tau. My furniture was the bare walls, and my 
dinner bread and water; the fact is, a man may 


| ſtarve in India, as well as in England; and, inſtead 


of finding gold like dirt, or diamonds like pebbles, 
I found a ſort of gentleman that muſt be attended to 


in all countries: I mean a bailiff ! *tis true, they 
didn't viſit me on my arrival; but, in the courſe of 


2 twelvemonth, they whip'd me into one of their 


hoſpitable manſions, and there I ſhould have been 
at this moment, had not the captain of the Packet 


aſſiſted me in my eſcape, and landed me generouſly 
in old England! I ſay generouſly, for curſe me, if 


I am Nabob enough to pay for my paſſage. 
> . Cecilia. 
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Cecilia, Amazing! if Mr. Project knew this, he 
wouldn't be ſo friendly ; 
Tan. He friendly! no: when he and the club 
had ſchem'd me out of all the money I had left; 
they ſhut their doors againſt me, while Sir Charles 
Stanley—I ſhall never forget his liberality ! be- 
friended me, and ſent me to India: I gueſs how the 
+ miſtake has happened there is a man of my name, 

at Madras: an old lover of yours. 

Cecilia. Mr. Henry Tanjore my friend as well 
as lover. 

Tan. Well: he's now as rich as I'm poor; is 
coming home in the next ſhips ; and ſcheming Billy, 
with his uſual perſpicuity, takes me for him, and 
' determines to make the moſt of me; and the ſhall 


make the moſt of me: there's no favour he can offer; 


but: PII have the condeſcenſion to accept: and to 
| begin, 1 I'll marry this five thouſand pound lady. | 

Cærilia. Don't—don't think of her: there are a 
thouſand seafons againſt it; 

Tan. Ay ; but there are five thouſand for it : no 
more bare walls, and bread and water; oy 
Cecil. Poor Emmeline ! then 1 muſt conceal 
from him where ſhe is? Lide. 

Tan. See! our hoſteſs, lady Sticigy ! To poor 
Tanjore ſhe has often refuſed a dinner, but to the 
rich Nabob, I ſuppoſe—mum ! mark how Pll— 


Enter Lady ProjzcT. 


Lady Pro. Joy! joy on your ſucceſs, my ever 
dear couſin. 
Tan. Thanks, thanks, my ever dear Kitty. 
Lady Pro. Kitty i familiar as ever I ſee Well 
coz ! ar'n't you glad to ſer foot in Old England 


again! once more to ſee London and the faſhions? 
2 2 Tan. 
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Tan. Why, as to the faſhions, coz, they fly fo faſt | 
one can't be quick enough to catch them—nothing 
laſts above a day. Before I went to India the whole 
town was running after the Goddeſs of Health ; ſhe 
died, I'm told, and the learned Pig came to life; 
he went the grand tour, and the balloon came into 
power ; that bubble burſt, and boxing bore down all 
before it: then came the varieties of dreſs, ſuch as 
ſhort ſkirts, ſhort hair, ſhort Ricks, and ſhort great 
coats! in ſhort, if the world didn't turn round of its 
own accord, people of faſhion would make it, for 
the moon, whoſe votaries they are, isn't half ſo fickle 
or ſo changeable ! 
Lady Pro. Very true; then don' t you chlo 
the alterations in buildings ? my huſband and other 
ſpeculatiſts, have built ſo many new ſtreets, and 
London is fo abſolutely gone into the country, that 
a citizen coming to a rout at Marybone, muſt be at 
the expence of changing horſes, and paying turn- 
Pikes !- 
refreſhment. ' 

Tan. Little refreſhment! now mind Cecily. — 
Tes, any thing will do, ſome turtle and veniſon, 
a great deal of game, a quantity of pine apples, and 
plenty of burgundy and champagne. Then about 
my bed; at the Rajah of Seringapatoree's I always 
ſlept under a canopy empanelled with looking- glaſs, 
and covered with gold and ſilver tiſſue didn't I, Ce- 
ily? you'll get ſuch a bed Kitty. So now for dinner. 

Lady Pro. Turtle, veniſon, canopies, and gold 
and ſilver tiſſue! Mr. Tanjore, you don't intend to 
lie here in the ſame ſtyle you did in India. 


but, I underſtand, you want ſome little 


Tan. No, that I don't. I hope neither my fur- 


niture nor my dinners will be the ſame, heh, Cecily ? 
then my * coz ; I ſhall celebrate my 
nuptials & 
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nuptials at your houſe, and we'll have ſuch a ball 
and ſupper ! between ourſelves, it ſhan't be over- 
crouded though; III only aſk about three hundred 
people. 

Lady Pro. Three hundred people Sir, 1 muſt 
tell you, no fortune can ſupport this extravagance, 
and if you give us every — you ve e brought 3 
over— - 


Tan. Why, I ſhall, every farthing i is your's upon 


my honour ; and by way of ſpecimen to-morrow 
I'll fend you a large cheſt of ſhawls, pearls, 
china, chintzes— 

Lady Pro. Will you ? Can you be ſo obliging ? 
Oh! I doat on pearls and ſhawls, and then for 
china and chintzes—my dear, dear couſin, come to 
dinner, and order whatever you like. 

Tan. (afide to CkciLIA.) There now! and I 
haven't brought over a rag or an empty trunk; how- 
ever Kitty ſhall have the preſents. There are 
Indian goods in England, and III buy them with 


| Billy's s own money. Come, ſiſter! come, hoſteſs ! 
| LA 


 SCENE—Lincolns Inn. 
Enter Captain ARABLE and Sir F REDERICK. 


Sir Fred. Nay, but reflect, Captain Arable, os | 
Rect. -- 

Capt. Ar, I do refle; and there's my cauſe for 
grief. Have I not quitted my regiment and 
offended my father? is he not now in ſearch of me, 
to ſend me abroad again? and when I expected to 


meet Emmeline in happinefs and health, do you 
5 1 
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not tell me that her malady has returned, that ſhe 
has eſcaped from her guardian, and is not to be 
found ? 

Sir Fred. I do, but I hope you don t blame me 
or Mr. Project. 
Capt. Ar. No, far from it; ; I believe he has been 
more 2 parent than a guardian to her, and you 
have ſunk the name of rival in that of friend—but 
my brother to aid in her eſcape, and now not to be 
heard of! What is to be done? I dare not meet my 
father, and if I leaye England till I ſee Emmeline 
_ reſtored to her aſylum l ſhall well merit the anguiſh 
that awaits me. ? 
Sir Fred. Pſha! you're talking about anguiſh 
too now nothing gives me pain, and why? be- 
cauſe I'm ſq cool and placid, that not even death 


| death ! no, that pain muſt be over, for hang me, if 


I think I've been alive theſe laſt ten years—bur, 
where are we to find her, Captain? 

Capt. Ar. Ah! where indeed? poor Emme- 
line ! without friends, without aſſiſtance, and with 
the loſs of that fine ſenſe which now might beſt ſup- _ 
port thee, where ? where art thou wandering ? let 
us be gone —ler us ſearch every where — 5 | 


Enter Tax 7JORE,, 


Tan, My couſin to ſay he has a wife ſara me, and 
then not tell me her name or reſidence ! however, 
I've found out ſhe's at Cecily's lodgings, and ſo 
while dinner's getting ready— 

Sir Fred. Mr. Tanjore I am happy to ſee you 
what ! don't you know me ? have you forgot Sir 
Frederick Faintly, a member of Bubble's club ? 
Zan. Sir Frederick my old acquaintance ! ! how 


* 
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ye do, Fred? how are you Fred? never ſaw Fred. 
before in all my life. ide. 
Sir Fred. This is a particular friend of mine, 
Mr. Edward Arable. 

Tan. Pſha! hang ceremony ; Ned, your hand 
Ned—by the bye, Fred. is your friend a n 
maſter? 

Sir Fred. Why ? 

Tan. Cock'd hat and boots! curſt vulgar you 
too! never wear a cravat with a full dreſs*d coat, its 
like a tooth-drawer. Well ! what's the news, my 
boys ? 

Sir Fred. T know of none, | but that you were laſt 
night re- elected a member of Bubble's. 
Tan. Was I? only obſerve Ned—my couſin 
Billy brought me into this club, and when they had + 
fleec'd me of all my caſh, they kick'd me out as a 
Pigeon quite bare—now I return fram India with 
my feathers freſh moulted, they re- elect me, in the 
hopes of having another pluck——Ay, it's the way at 
all your faſhionable gaming-houſes. C Mr. Preſident, 
who is the new member propoſed ? * A great 
fool, but very rich!“ pop, in goes a white ball.— 
* Who is the next, Mr. Preſident?“ “ A great 
genius, but very poor!“ « Here waiter! drop 1 in a 
black ball.” —Your ſervant though—I can't ſtay, 
I muſt go take a peep at my wife. 

Sir Fred. Your wife! | 

Tan. Yes, gad ! it's a moſt curious buſineſs ; my 
couſin ſays I'm to be married to a lady with five 
thouſand a year, but he either won't or can't tell me 
who or where ſhe is! however, I overlooked a let- 
ter my ſiſter was juſt now writing, and I ſuſpect 
ſpouſe 1s conceal'd in her lodgings—mum ! ſhan't 
1 delight and aſtoniſh her! in India I was ſuch a 


favourite with the women, that one day ſix prin- 
4 ceſſes 
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ceſſes came to priſon to ſee me Priſon did I ſay ? 
Oh, ay, that was when I fought againſt Tippoq, 
had fix horſes ſhot under me, and was at laſt taken 
priſoner by —— .. 

Cape. Ar. Pray, fir, what i is this lady's name: > 

Tan, Emmeline 1s her chriſtian name, as to ſir- 
names, I never knew but two in my life. Sir 
Charles Stanmore, and your humble ſervant Tom 
Tanjore, two as fine fellows as ever handled rupees 
and pagodas. Fare- you- well. 1 ſhall marry this 
 Emmeline to-morrow, 

Capt. Ar. You marry Emmeline, ſir? 

Tan, Yes, I Ned! and what's more, I invite you 
to our wedding-dinner, and you alſo, Fred. and 
all your friends, and your friend's friends 
Lady Project deſired me to aſk the whole town, and 
I'll take care the nuptials ſhall be celebrated in the 
true eaſtern ſtyle of magnificence ; here's my card, 
and if you wiſh to be aſked again, come well dreſs'd; 
pn like a good coat, and ſo farewell, Fred. and 
Ned ! [ Exit, 

"uo Ar. It muſt be her ; let's follow him di- 

rect] 

| 555 Fred. Stay, ſuppoſe you ſhould meet the Al. 
derman there, and I know he has buſineſs with this 
Mr. Tanjore. 

Capt. Ar. Why then, ao not till then, let's think 
what's to be done? come, loſe not a moment. 
in his ſiſter's lodgings, and he about to marry her 
tis dark, myſterious! mark me, Sir Frederick. 
I'd traverſe half the world to thank the man that has 
befriended Emmeline ! but if I find ſhe has been 
wrong'd, if there ſhould live a villain that has added 
to her ſorrows, I pledge my honour to avenge her 


Gauſe—mmy life or his muſt anſwer the event. 
[ Exennt, 
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SCENE—Czc1a's Lodgings. 
Enter TAN JORE and ALDERMAN ARABLE. 


Tan. Walk in, Sir, walk in; your chriſtian name 
is Obadiah, you ſay, and your buſineſs is concern- 
ing a marriage between your fon and my ſiſter - 
did IL never ſee you before? ä 
Ald. Ar. Only once; if you remember, fir, it 
was in Mr. Project's park, when the dear Lady Pro- 
ject had fainted away and you caught her in your 
arms. I'm not cenſorious, Mr. Tanjore, but if her 
grandmother hadn't come up at the inſtant— | 

Tan, You'd have been jealous, heh? Well! but 
about your ſon— 

Ald. Ar. Why, fir ; I wiſh your ſiſter to become 
the wife of my ſon, Captain Arable ; the reprobate 
has quitted his regiment to purſue an - unhappy 
young lady, that I'm determined he ſhall never be 
united to. Now, fir, by the recommendation of 
that worthy man, Mr. Project — 

T anjore. Pray Obadiah, where did you get that 
curious waiſtcoat * it's only fit for an 
alderman. 
Ald. Ar. Then it's fit for me M. Tanjore; for 
am an alderman.— Ay, and a farmer too, and if 

I could find my ſon, and Cecilia would conſent, 

we'd whiſk downto Aldgate farm to night: tack them 
together to-morrow, and in the courſe of a month, 
you can get them out to India, and there you know 
they're ſnug and comfortable for life. To a man of 
your intereſt, I ſuppoſe eight thouſand a year will 


be- 
 Tanjore, Nothing—a mere rifle. 
Aud. 4, So1 thought, —Oh! when the captain 
gets 
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gets to Madras, I only wiſh he may be provided 
for as you were Mr. Tanjore. | 
 Tanjore. Provided for as 1 was! that's what I 
wiſh myſelf: for curſe me if I know or care about 
= or the captain. (half aſide.) Yonder's Emme- 
ne I fancy, —I muſt get rid of this ruſtic. Good 
bye Obadiah; go look for the captain, and if you find 
him, bring him to my n_ dinner. Lady 
Project keeps open houſe while 1 ſtay ; fo bring all 
your city and rural friends carters and common- 
councilmen- | 
Ad. Ar. Sir, you delight me, and Aldgate fem 
and all its produce is at your ſervice, Are you fond 
of Novia Scotia mutton, fir ? Ef 1 


Enter a Servant. 


— Sir, here's a Captain Arable below. 1 
Ald. Ar. Oh! there is, is there? now then I'll 
go and detain him till we meet at the charming Lady 
Project's. Show me to him, firrah. Once more I 
thank you, Mr. Tanjore, and if you think eight 
" thouſand a year too much, you may reduce it to 
half; that is, to the exact profits I clear, or mean to 
clear, by Aldgate farm! [ Exit. 
Tanjore. Good day, Obadiah. Now this it is to 
be a Nabob! I'm as much ſought after here as in 
India, and exactly from the ſame motive—friends 
want money here, and the bailiffs there. Here ſhe is! 
An angel, by the Ganges! I'll marry her before I 
leave the houſe.—Soft; what letter is ſhe reading? 
—no doubt, the ont my ſiſter wrote to her. —I'I} 
obſerve. | 1 ftands back. 


Enter 
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Enter EMMELINE with a letter in ber ant 


Emme. What has my eſcape avail'd me ? this 
letter renews my ſufferings with tenfold force. 


Married! to whom? ———— 7 


« My brother Tanjore agrees to your guar- 


te dian's propoſals, and determines to marry you; 
* I muſt regret this, while I know there 1s one 


* who ſo much better deſerves you.“ 


T anjore. ( behind.) Indeed Ae muſt be a very 
clever fellow, then, 


Emme. (reading.) © have conceal'd from Tan- 


* jore your preſent reſidence, yet I think if he knew 


e that you had eſcap'd from your guardian, be- 
cc cauſe he made a priſoner” of you, and embarraſs'd 
ce“ your fortune” 
What then he is weak enough to think him 
honeſt. 
Tanjore. ( behind. No; he's not ſuch a fool as 
that either. 
Emme. ( reading.) * If he knw that Edward 
_  Arable has won your heart—that your uncle the 
e Alderman deſerts you—that a marriage under 
« theſe circumſtances will be death to you and 
“ miſery to him; 

Tanjore. (Vebind.) Miſery indeed this is more 
like a funeral than a wedding. 

Emme. ( reading.) * And laſtly, if you were to 
« jnform him, that your father, Sir Charles Stan- 
ce more was the man who befriended him in the 
« hour of misfortune, I think he is not ſo void of 
« gratitude and humanity, but he would aſſiſt rather 
te than diſtreſs you. 

Tanjore. (coming forward.) That he would well 


ſaid, ſiſter; you have done your part, now let your 


brother do his. Na am, my name is Tanjore: 


your 


| 
i 
| 
| 


4 SPECULATION. 
your father got me out to India, when I hadn't a 
houſe to pop my head in; and though the habitation 
I pop'd my head into there wasn't altogether ſo 
comfortable, that was no fault of Sir Charles's.— 
He was my benefattor—I am your friend. 

Emme. Is it poſſible ? Will you not force me to 
accept your hand? 5 
Tanjore. Accept my hand! I'll cut it off firſt. 

T wouldn't marry you for all the bullion in Bengal! 

Not but what I could love you Emmeline ; and but 
for Ned—ah, but for Ned ! we might have been a 
very happy, handſome couple! 
Emme. Can this be the man I was taught 
to expect? Can this be the haughty Eaſt Indian, 
whoſe riches —— 
Tanjore. Riches ! that's your  guardian' s ſtory: 
he inſiſts upon it, I've brought home millions, and 
as he muſt know better than I do, it would be rude 
to contradict him, you know—bur enough of myſelf, 
—Tell me how I can ſerve you? My poverty ſhall 
not prevent me going inſtantly to this ſpeculatiſt 
and commanding him to do you juſtice. Zounds ! 
I wiſh T had him in Calcutta: I'd march an army 
againſt him, as black as his own heart—cram him 
into the hot hole and ſmother him, if he didn't give 
you your fortune, and the man that deferves you! 
Emme. Sir, I inſiſt you run no hazard on my 
account. I have form'd a determination which I 
ſhall now execute: it is, to go inſtantly and make 
one more appeal to my uncle to Alderman | 
Arable 
 Tanjore. What Obadiah ! he was here juſt now 
and ſeems ſo fond of your guardian 
Ennme. I know it; he has the higheſt opinion of 
his honour and veracity ; but as the Alderman 1s the 


neareſt relation I have left, he is the moſt proper 
7: 8 perton 
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perſon to protect me; and therefore I ſhall make 
this laſt effort to undeceive him. Yonder is your 
ſiſter, I ſee: ſhe will conduct me. 

Tanjore. Allow me to attend you——heigho !— 
don't know what's the matter with me. I feel 
ſuch new emotions, and there's ſuch a warm glow - 
about my heart, that, gad! it fancies itſelf in India. 
Can you tell me what it means, ma' am? 

Emme. Indeed, I cannot, ſir; but very likely it 
reſults from the ſatisfaction of having done a gene- 
rous action, and the emotion is new, becauſe like too 
many others, you have perhaps ſacrific'd your time 
and happineſs at the ſhrine of faſhion. 

Tanjore. That's it ma'am—you have hit it exactly 
Ohl what I have ſuffer d by keeping up the appear- 


ance of a fine gentleman !—Horſes I never rode 


carriages I never ſaw—Houſes I never enter'd— 
frequenting clubs, routs, operas, and in ſhort doing 
every thing I diſlik'd, becauſe I was told, it was what 
I ought to like :—but now I've done with it— 
| henceforth I'll live to pleaſe myſelf; and while I 

don't ſuffer in my own opinion, what need J care for 
that of other people. Come, ſweet Emmeline ; 
you ſhall be RAPP ſtill. [ Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT IV. 


An Apartment in the Alderman's Houſe: 
Enter PROJECT and CAPTAIN ARABLE. 


Capt. Ar. Yes, fir, I am moſt r in the 
opportunity of thanking you for the care you have 
taken of this unfortunate girl—her * Proves 
ſhe has relaps'd. 

Proje. It does: for had ſhe been herſelf, ſhe 


would have ſcorn'd to elope from the care of her 


guardian—you ſay ſhe has left Cecilia's lodgings. 


Capt. Ar. Not an hour ago ſhe and Cecilia went 


: away together, but where I know not.— 


Projett. Well—well—Fll go ſend the young 
Nabob after them, and I'll likewiſe conſult with 
her old phyſician about the beſt mode of ſecuring 
her for the future—good day Captain, and remem- 
ber, whoever firſt diſcovers her, gives information 
to the other. | 

Capt. Ar. Agreed. 

Projeft. Oh! I forgot——if you thats 95 her 
firſt, A t let your wiſhes get the better of your 
judgement—ſhe may perhaps have a lucid interval, 
and talk with apparent rationality—but be on your 
guard—be convinc'd ſhe has relaps'd, and don't 
leave her till you ſee her ſafe in my cuſtody. 

Capt. Ar. Reſt aſſur'd I ſhall do every thing her 
unhappy ſituation. demands—good evening—(ex#t 


Projet.)—Oh my loſt Emeline three tedious 


years are paſt ſince laſt I ſaw thee, and in that time 


we've both endur'd ſo much, that 1 did hope our 


meeting | 


S.PECULATLIQN.  - 47. 


meeting. might be happy—but *tis denied if we 
ſhould meet—'tis but to divide with added grief. 
well, I'm pcepar'd—let me reſtore the hapleſs wan- 
derer to her friends, and then once more abroad 
in the heat of war, I may forget the treaſure I 
have loſt; or in a glorious death, bury at once my 

love and miſery |— — ( down in great agitation.) 


Enter EMMELINE and V ICKERY. 


Vickery. The Alderman is in the next room 
ma' am. 

Emme. Then tell him that a relation who was 
once dear to him requeſts an interview. (exit Vic 
(kery. Is every moment to bring new affliction ?— 
but now I heard, that he who charm'd my heart, and 
ſtole away my ſenſes—that he was coming home to - 
wed Cecilia can falſhood be ſo—T'll not ſuſpect 
him—in this very room Edward firſt proffer'd me 
his love, and no tongue but Edward's ſhall make 
me think him faithleis. 

Capt. Ar. (baving obſerved 1 riſes.) Sure I'm 
not miſtaken—it is herſelf! Emmeline ! | 

Emme. Lam diſcover'd—who can it be? per- 
haps ſome agent of my Guardian's ſent to ſecure 


me (as ſhe is going he ſtands before her.) 
Capt. Ar. What avoid me Emmeline have 
you forgot- | 


Emme. Edward! my long loſt only friend! 


(puts her handkerchief to her eyes. )—pardon me— _ 


my proſpects have ſo long been darken'd, that the 
leaſt flaſh of light quite blinds me. | 
Capt. Ar. You mult not Warr came not to 
encreaſe your ſorrow. 
Emme. What I have ſuffer'd ſince we parted 


laſt—a heated inn confinement—mer- 
cileſs 


* 
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cileſs keepers—and if an interval of reaſon came, 
to bring your form before me, and then remember 
that our love was hopeleſs—Oh ! but now I've 


found you, and we'll ne“ er part again (Edward 
turns away from her. why that averted look ?— 

_ why tht tears ?—ſpeak ou are not chang'd | 

have not forfeited your love? | 


Capt. Ar. No—itis not that, but I could wiſh— 
Emme. Name it and I will fly— 
Capt. Ar. That during theſe lucid moments, I 
could perſuade you to accompany me to your 
Guardtan's—to return to an aſylum form'd to re- 


lie ve, to ſuccour and reſtore you. 


Emme. What! does he conſpire againſt me ?— 


he that has caus'd all this? —ſir, I was told the 


motive for this conduct, but I diſdain'd ſuſpicion! 
nay —aſk not an explanation — I ſhall not condeſ- 
cend to anſwer you. | 

Capt. Ar. You cut me to the ſou what mo- 
tives can J have but thoſe of pity and humanity. 

Emme. Humanity !—is it humanity to haraſs 2 
mind already ſhatter'd and impair'd ?—to encreaſe 
rather than remove the fever you have occaſion'd ? 
to combine with enemies in cloiftering me in a 
ſhameful ſecluſion, while falſe and unfeeling as you 
are, you humanely give your hand to another !-—Oh_ 
my poor brain hy did your ſenſe return, only to 
make you fee] encoraling' injuries ? 

Capt. Ar. To another !\—hear me Emmeline— 

Emme. No ſir, — tis now too late— ſhall go 
in{tantly to your father and throw myſelf under his 
protection— farewell, fir ! 

Capt. Ar. (holding her.) Stay—you know not 


what you do—by heaven you ſhall not leave me 


thus—think of our ay love— 


1 
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une. T do fir: I remember in the hours of 
happineſs and proſperity we exchang'd hearts, and 
you have how ſet me an example which I ſcorn to 
imitate my heart is ſtill your own ! I ſhall baniſh 
this laſt converſation from my memory, and think 
of Edward, only as he was—the friend of Emme- 
line—the foe to thoſe who wrohg'd her—this will 
be my beſt ſolace in retirement, and cheer a mind 


that has not long to ſtruggle. 


Capt. Ar. I cannot part with you; and to prove 
no other for a moment can engroſs my thoughts, 
I'Il henceforth watch you in your malady - weep 
as you weep, and nurſe each ſmile that waits you 


and if but one day in the year, returning reaſon 


ſhould adorn your mind, I will forego all other 
women's charms, to paſs that day —_ Emme- 
| line—Oh! I have ſuffer'd in my turn, and were 
you always thus 

2 Emme. Why till ſo credulous why now be- 

teve ? — 

Capt. Ar. 1 do not l will not! or if you are 
the ſufferer they deſeribe, there is a charm about 
your malady ſo far exceeding all their boaſted ſenſe, 
that it enhances, doubles my affection ! (embraces 
ber) in loſing you I knew what I had loſt, and I 
have caus'd a wound which it ſhall be the buſineſs 
of my life to heal. 

 Emme. Shall we be happy then ? -I am moſt 
grateful—my Guardian has deceiv'd = has 
involv'd my fortune. 

Capt. Ar. This I heard, and chat by marriage 
with his Eaſt Indian couſin, the debt was be 
cancel'dbut I'll know all hereaftor—at preſent I 
am loſt in joy. ET 
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Re-enter Vickery. 


Vickery. Madam, the Alderman deſires to ſee 
you in the next room. 8 l 
Emme. What ſhall we do? —to ſeparate fo. 
ſoon? a 8 
Capt. Ar. Tis hard my Emmeline, but to ſe- 
cure our union, you muſt perſuade your Uncle to 
befriend you— 5 N 
Emme. I know it, and he is fo bigotted to my 
Guardian—but ſince you deſire it—ſhew me the 
way—(7o Victery) adieu my generous friend! 
Should but the father imitate the ſon, my ſuffer- 
ings will be recompenc'd at laſt—adieu! | Exit. 
Capt. Ar. Fool that I was to credit what they 
told me; but they ſhall anſwer forely for their 
ilt—here comes the fop who was to be her huſ- 
band—how the empty coxcomb kiſſes his hand to 
her I'll humble him —I'l-— FE 


„ 


Enter TA joRR. 


Tunjore. ¶ ſpeaking as be enters) Succeſs ſweet 
Emmeline, and if Obadiah don't take pity on you, 
Tom Tanjore will !—if ſhe ſucceeds I'll give her 
ſuch a kiſs—ah Ned !—how's Fred? | 
Capt. Ar, Be more reſpectful I inſiſt, fir. 
Tanjore. Reſpectfull what makes you fo proud 
Neddy ?—Oh! ho!—I ſee — better dreſfs'd !—and 
you think that new coat and waiſteoat makes you 
look like a gentleman !—heh ?_ 8 
Capt. Ar. Anſwer me, ſir what brings you here? 
Tanjore. To ſee your ſweetheart, Ned, and if 
the Princeſs Nuncomoree was to know that ſhe 
prefer d your tragic Scowl to my comic gri 


Capt. 
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Capt. PY Hear me, ſir— I'll tell you a ſecret— 
your friend Mr. Project is a villain. 

Tanjore. What's that a ſecret ?—why I've known. 

it theſe ten years. 

Capt. Ar. Tell him I ſay it but *tis of no avail 
I' anſwer for it, he is ſo void of courage, that 
he can't perſuade himſelf to fight any man living. 

Tanjore. Now there you're wrong; for he is fo 
void of character, that he can't perſuade any man 


_ living to fight him therefore have the goodneſs to 


tell him he's a villain, and retrieve his reputation 
my friendſhip and his depends on the weathercock, 
and the moment that points weſterly, up __ a 
breeze that overſers 1 it for ever. . 


| Re-enter Viekkkv, croſſing the age with bis hat on. 


Capt. Ar. Vickery, where are you going in ſuch 
haſte ? | 
Victery. 1 can hardly tell fir—my maſter was in 
ſuch agitation when he gave me his orders, and he 
particularly defir'd me not to inform you. 
Capt. Ar. Not inform me !—ſpeak this inſtant 
ſirrah. (laying bold of bim.) 
T ayer. AY, ſpeak this inſtant ſirrah. | 
(laying hold of him.) 
Ty Vickery. Then the truth is, the Alderman has 
| lock'd up Miſs Emmeline, and ſent me for wn 
Guardian, to whom ſhe is to be deliver'd an 
confin'd * for life—there, now you know the fact, 
and I take my leave. "iT Bath 
Capt. Ar. Send for her Guardian and confine her 
for life what's to be done ?—while my, father is 
attach'd to this hypocrite, there is no way to extri- 


cCate or ſave her. 


1 2 Hh Tanjore, 
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Tanjor?. Yes, there is one—you ſeem a fine 
fighting fellow Tom Tanjore's another, and as 
is father once ſav d me from being confin'd, while 
I can cock a piſtol, or brandiſh a cane, I won't ſee 
his daughter expos'd to a ſimilar predicament 
== alon "g ed—we'll trip up Obadiah and 

arry her o - 

"Cape. Ar. What! are you the friend of Emme- 
line? | 

. anjore. Yes, and your's becauſe you are ten" 
come let's have at them—what ! do you ſhirk ? 

Capt. Ar. I dare not go. 

Tanjore. Dare not !—now this is always the way 
with your fighting gentlemen—but perhaps it's con- 
ſtitutional, and the poor fellow's conſcience is a 
little tender—ay, ay, ſome of us . have 
very weak nerves. 

Capt. Ar. Lou miſconceive—her Uncle is my 
father —he has forbid me his preſence, and would 
you have me lift my arm againſt a parent. 

Tanjore. No Ned: but as he is no father of 
mine, and Emmeline is in danger, there can be no 

harm in my trying trick, ſtratagem, or force, to 
Protect her; therefore II ſtart alone ; and may I go 
to India or to priſon and one will of courſe follow 
the other —if I don't ſnatch her from Obadiah, 
and reſtore her to my dear Ned! 

Cap. Ar. The attempt is hopeleſs; but be it as 
it may requeſt on knowing how I can return 
your kindneſs? _ 

Tanjore. Why, there are two ways—the firſt is 
that you patch up your quarrel with Project, in 
order that you may celebrate your nuptials at his 
houſe, and the next is, that as Emmeline will like 
you the better for reſembling me, you marry her 
in the fellow coat to that I now wear—it's a pretty 


hymencal 
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hymeneal colour isn't it?—ſo huzza !—now for the 


onſet! | [ Exeunt, 


SCENE — An apartment in the ALDERMaAN's bouſe 
hung with pictures, a portrait of the ALDERMAN 

in his gown and full drefſed wig—leaning on 

 Plough—A round table—Two chairs and wine 
on the Table. 1 | ; 


The ALDERMAN diſcoder d aſleep. 


Ald. Ar. So there you are my dear niece till your 
guardian comes for you—(/ocks the door and takes 

out the key.) —1'll place the key by me and put 

the key on the round table and fits down )—plague 
take the girl !—to wake me out of my afternoon's' 
_ nap, and the ſweeteſt agricultural dreams—how- 
ever, ſhe is now as ſafe as the Rats in my granary, 
and Edward ſhall marry Cecilia directly - that being 
ſettled, I'll renew my paſtoral and delicious dreams! 
Rt 5 (does in bis chair.) 


Enter TaxJors baſtily. 


Tanjore. Where is ſhe ?—I don't ſee her—ſhe's 
in this room perhaps (trying to open the ſtage door) 
the door lock'd !—ha Obadiah !—how are you 
Obadiah !—(waking him)—what ſtill in the ſame 
dreſs ?—damme, that waiſtcoat will be the ruin of 

ou. EE | 
: Ald. Ar. What the devil do you want, fir ? 

Tanjore. I want Emmeline, Obadiah—couſin 
Billy has ſent me to conduct her to his houſe—— 
where is ſhe ?—diſpatch, and tell your ſervant te 
get a coach, for it rains as hard as it can pour. 

e | (rain heard here.) 
> 8 Ad. 
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Ad. Ar. So it does !—oh — my cabbages will 
grow as tall and thick as a wilderneſs——as te 
| Emmeline, Mr. Tanjore, I ſhall deliver her to no 
perſon but her guardian himſelf. „ 

Tanjore. Won't you ?—then I'll give you a 
toaſt come fill nay, do exactly as if you were 
at home Obadiah—here's &« ſucceſs to the next 
harveſt !” 

Ald. Ar. 1 riſe to drink — ſucceſs to the 
next harveſt.”—Ah Mr Tanjore—if all farmers. 
were ſo eaſily ſatisfied as I am but they're always 
grumbling—railing at the weather—(rain opt) 
.Zounds, the rain ſtopt * cabbages will be 
burnt to a cinder. 

Tanjore. (afide, taking up the key.) What's here? 
no doubt the key of the priſon houſe—ſdeath !-— 
why did I wake him ?—however, if I get him off 
his favourite topic, he'll ſoon go to ſleep again— 
come Obadiah !—one more bumper, Obadiah !— 

and now I'll tell you a long ſtory. 

Ald. Ar. Will you ?—au—au—. (yawning.) 

Tanjore. A very long ſtory Obadiah in the 
Eaſt or Weſt Indies, or lomewhere thereabouts, 
there was a fine young fellow drinking wine with a 


grunting old Alderman—Alderman I beg pardon— 


I mean Bramin—well! after a glaſs. or two, the 
Bramin yawn'd—then doz'd—then clos'd his eyes, 
and at laſt, fell faſt aſleep, (Aiderman ſleeps, and 
Tanjore riſes.) then this fine young fellow. took a 
key off the table, and ſtealing to the priſon door, 
unlock ll! it, and led forth one of the lovelieſt 
(as be is opening the door, Vickery enters ied ) 
-Tanjore, What's the matter, fir? 
. Vickery. Mr. Project is below, ſir, 
FEY takes up the bottle and glaſſes and proceeds ta 
wake rhe Alderman. . | 


Bi ere. 


Tanjore. Then let * YEE there —a0unds!— 


what are you at? 
Vickery. Going to wake my maſter, e is 
a, phyſician in Mr. Project's carriage, to whom 
Miſs Emmeline is to be deliver'd, and as he is in 


” hurry— 


Tanjore. Don't touch bin ak lim or 
the devil, or his own conſcience will wake him 
begone firrah, or—(exit Vickery with bottle and 
glaſes)—pheugh [what's to be done now ?—if I 
can't get this guardian out of the houſe without 
ſeeing the Alderman, murder will be the conſe- 
\. quence, for ſooner than give her up, curſe me if I 
don't ſhoot Billy, choak Obadiah, and poiſon the 
doctor !—pheugh !— (walking about in agitation. 
Project. ene) He's in this room is he ?— 
very — "ts ſhall ſee him | 
Tanjore. See him !—no you ſhan't—if I can 
prevent their meeting at this moment, I may ſecure 
Emmeline's eſcape, and—how can I hide the old 
farmer ?—I'll ſtand before him, and ſpread my 
coat—no—curſe theſe ſhort ſkirts—what can I 
deviſe? Project at the door! the poor girl's fate 
depending on the event I have it. (Turns up tba 
round table, which completely covers the Alderman.)— 
There—now he's as ſnug as if he was at Aldgate- 


g Farm. 


Enter ProJzct with his hat on. 


Project. What couſin how came you here ? 


well-|—how's the wind? | 
Tanjore. Southerly, Billy—by the heat ſoutherly— 


don't wear your hat in the roo ugh—(pulls it 
fa: s like a citizen left off buſineſ hevgh — 
324 | | 
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Project. Why, where's the Alderman 2—he has 
| ſent for me about Emmeline. | 
Taxjore. The Alderman's not at home——he's | 
juſt gone to his farm, to ſow turnips, plant pota- 
toes, and cut cabbages—if you want him, follow 
him—go—go Billy. 
Pfemjecr. Pooh I dare ſay he's in the next 
room Alderman ſnores.)— ] hear him—at the 
old work —aſleep and ſnoring. 
Tanjore. No—it's not him—ir 8 fome of his 
five ſtocx 
Projef. Not him!—1'Il ſwear to both the tune 
and the inftrument, ſo come out Alderman—nay : 


ſtand by—I muſt ſee him—ſo wake and come out 


e ens tage door and leads on Emmeline) 
Emmeline — hal —have I at laſt recover'd you ?— 
come madam — without waſting time by recapitu- 
lating your paſt miſeonduct, anſwer me this queſ= 
tion —will you return to your aſylum or accept the 
hand of this gentleman ? 
Tanjore. Accept the hand of the gentleman to 
be fure—take it Emmeling and we'll go get a 
ow — you can eſcape. 
(ak.) 
Emme. No, ſir: I will no longer fly to artifice 
and ſubterfuge for ſafety -] have too long been 
aſſive and ſubmiſſive, and my cauſe is nor 
ſo weak but I may boldly bring it to deciſion—call 
in my uncle, and when he hears our charges face to 
face, then let him ſay who is moſt fit to be con- 
fin'd ?—Emmeline for the errors of the head, or 
ker Guardian for the vices of the heart !. | 
Tanjore. Well ſpoken my heroinee-l'll, give. him 
| 4 _ ans preſently, 


Project. 


were in it at this moment with all my heart. 
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Project. Call in your uncle !—he will not believe 
you — beſides where is your evidence - who will 
hn ES | 
Tanjore. I will--'m always ready to ſhew a good 
face in a good cauſe ; and the cauſe and the face are 
the two beſt that ever came before a court love 
your ward and may I double the Cape only to get 
once more doubled in a jail—-jail did I ſay ?—oh 
ay ;——that was a nickname for one of my palaces — 
it was a caſtle fo ſurrounded with walls, baſtions—- 


in ſhort, it was ſo ſuperb, Billy, that I wiſh you 


Project. You love her do you? then the buſi- 
neſs is ſettled at once there join your hands. 
Emme. No, fir ; I inſiſt my uncle may be call'd— 
he thinks you honeſt, me derang'd, and I'd con- 
vince him (Project ſmiles) what! is't a cauſe for 
triumph ?—is malady to be derided, not lamented? 
Leak thoughtleſs man! be thankful that your 


own poor reaſon is not loſt, and pray that it may 
ſoothe, and not inſult misfartune. = 


Project. You miſtake Emmeline—I ſmil'd to 
think you could convice your uncle, when I and 
my wife can turn him round our fingers juſt as we 

leaſe—hark'ye, coz—come here—nearer the table, 
if you take part againſt me at this moment, I'm 


Tanjore. Are you? I've a great mind to twitch 
Obadiah and wake him. (aſide.) 
Project. The fact is, I've embezzl'd her for- 
tune, and if you marry her there'll be no over- 
hawling of accounts I'll make you amends by 

aſſigning over to you the Alderman's farm. 
Tanjore. Oh! that Obadiah heard this? ( Here 
the Alderman puts his head over the table, Tanjore nods 
| | io 
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to him : Alderman remains conctal'd.) Oh, ho 


So, Billy, you confin'd Emmeline becauſe pan _ 


involv'd her fortune! (very loudly.) 7 
Project. Softly—if you Fane + fo loud the Alder- 
man will hear you—it is as you ſay, her health is 
quite reftor” d, but I have ſo imbark d her fortune 
in my ſchemes— 
Fanjore. Say no more, make me over Aldgate- | 
5 Going and ſhe ſhall be a Nabob's wife to morrow. 
Yonder's pen and ink, we'll ſign directly; and now 
Billy I think I ſhall repay you for all your kind- 
_ neſs. © (goes up the ſtage.) 
Projets. ron will! you will! oh my dear, dear 
coz ] you've ſecur'd me my beſt Speculation — ſo, 
madam, the tables are turn'd you ſee. 
Emme. He too deſert me! my firmneſs then 
forfakes me my uncle ſtill prejudiced, Edward 
about to be loſt for ever, what hope have I but in 
my Guardian's humanity Oh fir ! behold me 
once again imploring your. protection. 
Tanjore. (coming down the ſtage with pen, ink, and 
paper.) Here coz, let's ſiga—why Obadiah thinks 
he has a long leaſe, don't he?  _. 
Project. Oh the poor clodpole he knows as 
much about a ſecurity, as he does about a N ; 
and as he is waſting hundreds on rotten ſheep and 
blighted cabbages, I'll kindly give you the means 
of turning him out at a moment's warning: here 
no for my beſt Speculation ! (Pulls down the ta- 
| ble to write upon it, Alderman leans acroſs the 
table and ftares Project: full in the face. Projett 
es down the chair he was going to fit upon, and 
Lands agbaſt.) ä 
Ad. 45 (with his arms on the T. able.) Oh you 
conſummate ſcoundrel !—this is your Speculation 


is it? 5 


"op Tanjore, 
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 Tanjore, Why Billy, the tables are turn'd in- 
deed ! 

Project. They are did the Alderman hear ? 

Ald. Ar. He did; the Alderman heard that the 
farm was to be let over his head, that he was 
waſting hundreds on rotten ſheep and blighted 
cabbages ; and what's more, the Alderman heard 
of this poor girl's perſecution. Niece, give me 
your hand, henceforth, I'll be a iriend, a com- 
forter, a father to you, 

Prqject. Couſin, I with [ was in your Indian 
palace. = 

Tanjore. Don't be afraid, you'll be there ſooner 
than you expect. 

Ald. Ar. Sir, I debe you'll quit my hook 
directly ſtop though—(zakes Projez? afide)—in 
three hours time repay me and this lady all the 
money you have ſchem'd us out of, or ou 
think I don't underſtand farming, Mr. Project; but 
this I know, that when ſtray cattle are found eating 
up other people's property, they are ſecur'd; and 


the King's Bench ſhall be your pound, you inter- © 


loper. 
33 Couſin, ſtay and try to compoſe him. — 
then follow me, and—ah !—now my only hope is a 
weſterly wind ! [ Exit, 
Emme. Generous young man! 1 perceive why 
ou took part againſt me—uncle you know not 
half his kindneſs. : 
Ald, Ar. I do though—ch6- fly rogue cock'd his 
eye to me behind the table, and I ſuppoſe whisk'd 
it up on purpoſe well! come with me to my law- 
yers—Oh the ſcheming ſcoundrel! he has made 
ſuch dupes of us, Emmeline, that I'd give up 


farming to find 1. boy that has trick'd him, I 
59 
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tell you what Mr. Tanjore, don't give him any 3 
the treaſures of the Eaſt. 

Tanjore. No, that I won't; for ſo far from 
having the treaſures of the Eaſt to give, I expect 
my taylor will ſend me to the King's Bench every 
Moment you take the joke Obadiah, don't you? 

Ald. Ar. I do! Oh the poor clodpole come 
I'm glad you've outſchem'd him. 

Tazjore. So am I: and when Speculators and 
monopoliſts from ſordid, ſelfiſn motives, diſtrefs 
their fellow creatures, and bring odium on their 
country, may they be caught in their own ſnare, 
and, like Project, have the tables turn d upon them! 
LExeunt. 


WI 


ACT. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE. An elegant Room in the King's Bench. 
Euter Project, and PROMPTLY. 


Project. Ay, ay: this room will do very well for 

the little time I ſhall ſtay : get it ready, and in the 
mean time Tl return and finiſh my converſation 
with Sir George. Why, you have very good com- 
pany here, in the King's Bench. Oh! I beg par- 
don—College, I think you call it. LL 
Prom. Yes, College is the polite name for 
Priſon, fir: pray, won't you pull off your boots? 
Proje. No, as I ſhall ſoon get my diſcharge, I 
remain booted and ſpur'd ready to ride away, you 
ſee - though fir George has been telling me, that a 
fox-hunter, who has been a priſoner here theſe ten 
years, has been ſo ſure of getting out every moment, 
that he has been booted and fpur'd the whole time: 
however, I've written to my couſin Tanjore, told 
him the alderman has arreſted me: and there's no 
doubt but he'll come inſtantly and pay the debt. 
fo get the room ready. _ | 

Prom. Yes, ſir: but about the chum. 

Project. The chum !—whar's that? 
From. Your companion, fir: every room in the 
King's Bench has two tenants ; and unleſs you buy 
the other gentleman | 


N 


Projects. (giving bim money) There then, I buy 

the other gentleman : there's for the chum ; and 

now, when Mr. Tanjore comes, call — 
EEE 1 
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round the room.) um hah ! handſome room, - -good 
furniture; and if all fails, perhaps this is as good a 
place for Speculation as any other. (Exit. 


Enter Mz aNWELL, being in T ANJORE. 


Min Nay, look vp, fir : Mr. Promptly, here's 
a priſoner juſt arriv'd, who is ſo melancholy; that 
I've brought him to your gay apartments to raiſe 
his ſpirits : were you never in jail before, fir. 
Tan. Yes: in India, fir—heigho! _ 1 

Prom. Come, look arougd you, and be cheerful : 
why, what are you? and who arreſted you ? 

Tan. I'm a Nabob, and my taylor arreſted me for 
thirty pounds, (/coks up) heh ! how ? egad ! this is 
not like the Indian hace : Pray, fir, inform me; 
are all the rooms like this? | 

Mean. No: I wiſh they were: mine is a . 
ed one; but having been all my life at ſea, I know 
nothing about the town: the laſt tenant of this 
room was a Blackleg. 

Prom. And the preſent one is a Swindler, I fancy, 
for he came here in a coach and four. | 
Tan. Came to jail in a coach and four ! ah! Iſee 
how it is: 'tis here as elſewhere the fraudulent 
debtor rolls in luxury: the unfortunate one ſtarves; 
and while a gallant ſeaman is in one room freezing 
without fire or food, a daſhing money- lender is in 
the next, quaffing champagne, and drinking “ con- 
fuſion to his creditors! - but no matter: they 


hang themſelves, or the law hangs them ; for the 


Devil will have his own. 
Prom. Ay, ay, we have but three or four of 
them. 
Tan. So much the better: but as I ſhall certain- 

ly. be out in a few — do you ſmile 
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at? Loe ſent to my couſin Project; and I'm ſure 


he won't ſuffer me to be confin'd for the paltry ſum 


of thirty pounds no, no: my getting out is a cer- 


tainty ; and as I wiſh to ſee this coach and four 
_ gentleman, before I go, I'll, with your leave, * 
down here till he comes. 

Prom. With all my heart: I'm olad we env 


you in better ſpirits. Exit with Meanwell. 


Tan. (/olus) Being alone, I get nervous again: 
this now, is the end of diſſipation ! of loſing large 
ſums at Bubble's club, and waſting others on 
houſes, horſes, carriages—and where was the grati- 


fication? when I us'd to'daſh through the ſtreets in 
my phaeton, every body was envying, ſneering— ' 


nobody ſeem'd pleas'd: nobody ! yes? hang it, the 


bailiffs vs'd to ſmile: they us'd to think it a fine 


ſight ; and nod and wink, as much as to'fay— Ah, 
Maſter ! thoſe horſes heads will be turn'd tow'rds 


our lock-up houſes at laſt: oh! 1 Billy er 


forſake me! 


| Re-enter PRoJEcT, (7 anjore is F; d with * back 
| to him.) 


1 I'm quite uneaſy at Tanjore's not com- 
ing: what are a few thouſands to a man of his 
fortune - (/ts down with his back turn'd to T. e. 0 
I hope he won't deſert me :—heigho ! 

Tan. Heigho |! 


Project. This is the chum, I ſuppoſe : he don't 


away I've bought him.  [afide. 
Tan. Here's the Swindler, I imagine : he ſeems 
as miſerable as myſelf: I'll condole with him 
(Side.) Pray, fir, what firſt induc'd you to keep a 
coach and four? 
| Proje. Zounds! what's that to you, firs 1 
ave 


' 

? 

, 

1 
1 
N 
i 
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have bought you, and—(bere they both look round; 5 
and meet face ta face) what do I fee? my dear, | 
dear couſin! _ 

Tan. Is't poſſible ? ah. my kind, kind Billy |!— 
(they embrace, and then riſe.) 

Proje#. I thought he wouldn E forſake me at 
this moment. | + 
Tan. I ſaid, I ſhould be out to a certainty. 
Project. Well, here we are, coz, 

Tan. Yes, here we are, coz. 
Projef?. I knew I ſhould have the pleaſure of 
ſeeing you here to day. | 

Tan. Did you? it was a pleaſure I didn't know 
of myſelf: but I ſhan's ſtay now: the ſooner we 
go out the better, I ſay ; come along, Billy. 

Project. Ay, come along, Nabob— (hey go to 
the —— door, and fop. ) have you paid the debt 
coſts though ? 

Tan. No, but you have, and that's the flame N 
thing you know: come — 

Project. Come — you forget, coz: how can a 
man, that's in limbo, as they call it, come and 

Tan. What! 

Project. How can I, that am a priſoner i in the 
College here? | | 

Tan. Are you a priſoner ? 

Freese. To be ſure I am: I'm not like you: 
I can't walk in and out. | 

Tan. Ha! ha! ha! 

Project. What's the matter with you? 2 5 

Tan. Ha! ha! ha! 

Proje. What the devil do you laugh at? why 
don't you go and diſcharge the debt ? 

Tan. I can't, I can't: (ftill laughing.) becauſe 
I'm in limbo too ! I'm a priſoner myſelf: fo give 


me your hand here we are to a certainty |—Jord 
| it's 
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it's nothing when you're us'd to it; and if you'd 
been in an Indian College as long as I was—zounds ! 
what have I ſaid? | 
Project. How's that? what did you ey: impri- 
ſon'd in India 
Tan. Well: it's in vain to concesb i it: the truth 
muſt come out at laſt, ſo the fact is, couſin, the 
ſhips are arriv'd : they have brought over the rich 
Mr. Tanjore, with bullion, pearls and diamonds; | 
but I'm ſorry to fay, in their hurry, they left all my 
treaſure behind. 
Prqject. Then curſe me, if one of my ſpecula- 
tions have ſucceeded: I'll give vp ſcheming: I'l— 
_ anſwer me, fir: how dare you waſte a gentleman's 
1 th when you knew you could never repay 
him 
Tan. And how came you to waſte a lady's for- 


tune, when you knew you could never repay her? 


Praject. But you talked of your riches, fir: ſaid 
my houſe could never hold them. 

Tan. Well; and havn't I kept my word? look- 

ye, ſir: when I left this country, ruin'd by you 
and the club; you refus'd even to ſhake hands with 
me at parting : I'm indebted to you for your hoſ- 
pitality, and for that, I thank you—down to the very 
ground ; you made me welcome in your apart- 
ments: I beg you'll be at no en in mine: 
ſit down, Billy. 

Project. It L could only get free and leave him 
What do I ſee? the Alderman ! no doubt, his re- 
gard for my wife has induced him to come and 
ſettle my affairs.—( Enter Alderman ARABLE.)— 
Ah, my old generous friend, I thought you'd for- 
give me; I knew you'd procure a diſcharge. | 
Ad. Ar. You thought right; I have procured 
= the diſcharge. Tan. 
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Tan. Why, Obadiah, are. you too in limbo? 
What the devil brings you here ?—(l/ooks at his 
dreſs) —Ah! ah! didn't I lay, that waiſtcoat would 
be the ruin of you? 

Projef?. Mr. Nabob, I leave you to the miſery . 
you deſerve, never mind though, while you ſtay in 
the college here, you needn' J pay your debts, and 
nothing is ſo comfortable as to have a good warm 
| houſe over your head, ſo good bye, chum. 

Tan. What have you brought hes CY Oba- . 
diah, and— 

Ald. Ar. No, but I've brought yours, here it is, 
my boy; I heard you were pounded, and I came as 

eagerly to get you out, as if you'd been part of my 
own live ſtock ; come along though, I want you to 
go directly and find my ſon Jack; he's either at 
his own chambers or Bubble s club ; you muſt find 
him and tell him I want Emmeline's marriage ſet- 
tlement drawn directly. 

Tan. Emmeline's marriage-ſetclement ! with 
whom, fir? 

| Ald. Ar. Hark ye, come here (tales TanJoRÞ 
of de) Lady Project has at laſt conſented to an 
aſſignation; her paſſion for the paſtoral virtues 
of her ſweet ſhepherd, as ſhe calls me, has in- 
duced her to meet me /&e à te in her dreſſing- 
room; now, in an hour's time Oh! I knew my 
perſon and the Nova Scotia mutton would make 
an impreſſion at laſt ! therefore, at her interceſſion 
(turning to P.) I've determin'd that Emmeline ſhall 
marry her old ſuitor, Sir Frederick ; he was her 
father's choice, and as Edward has offended me, he 
Mall be mine. 

Prec. Say you ſo? chen q ve an iron in the 
fire yet. [ a/ide. 
. Ta. 
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Tan. What are you at, Obadiah ? Lady Stingy 
will make as great a dupe of you as her huſband 
has; ſhe is a woman of deſign, one of thoſe half- 
| and-half ladies whoſe reputation depends on keep- 
ing open houſe; and entertainment, or no entertain- 
ment, makes or mars her reputation—don't you re- 
member her fainting in my arms? 

Ald. Ar. I do, but her grandmother was cloſe 
at hand; yes, I am the idol of her heart, and ſhe is 
to receive me in her dreſſing- room, that ſacred 
temple that not even her huſband ever entered. 
Good day, Mr. Project; I've already quitted Ald- 
gate farm, and taken a ſnug profitable one near 
Iſlington, where you'll always be welcome to- 
the rotten ſheep and blighted cabbages—come, 

Nabob. 

Tan. We'll talk further about this Lady Pro- 
ect Chum, good bye ! while you ſtay in the 
College you needn't pay your debts you know, and 
nothing is ſo comfortable as to have a good warm 
| houſe over your head, particularly when the wind is 
high and weſterly |! hem | come along, Obadiah |! 

[Exit with Alderman. 
| Project. 4 rubbing his hands.) Bravo! if Sir Fre- 
derick marries Emmeline, he takes her with the 
fortune in its entangled ſtate, and conſequently I 
| ſhall be ee OE a Servant 20% gives him 
a letter) — from my wife i — Reads : 


% My dear Huſband, 


cc PT'ye only time to fay, that if you hear of 

ce an aſſignation between me and the Alderman, 
& be convinc'd it is to ſecure the marriage be- 
= Þ 4: =. Ween 
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« tween Emmeline and Sir F rederick, and thus 
* reſtore you to your 
affectionate wife, 


KATHARINE PRO FECT. 1 


Kind wife and kind Sir Frederick! I'll go and com- 

municate the good news to Sir George ———Oh! 
this is a ſafe ſpeculation! and not like the Indian 
one—fool! blockhead that I was, to take that 
broken-down prodigal, for the rich Mr. Tanjore, 


however, this is a different ſcheme—yes, yes, it 


depends on my wife's prudence, and Heaven be 
praiſed, not on ſhrps, water, Nabobs, or weſterly | 


winds FF}. [ Exit. 


SCENE. 


BussLz's Club. 4 Flat with two 
"00S. 


Enter from one Door Jack ARABLE and @ Servant. 


| Fack, Curſe my bad luck, or rather curſe my 


bad management, to be at Epſoin only ten minutes 


and loſe all the Spaniſh ; ] thought to make an ex- 


cellent hedge, when plague on't, I found I had bet- 


ted the long odds both ways ; then to borrow thirty 
of the man at the coffee-houſe and take a daſh here 
at Bubble's, to loſe that too, and then be bothered 
by one's clerk about law buſineſs, Well, fir, 
what 
Serv. The ſpecial Pleader has ſent you theſe de- 


clarations, ſir. 


Fack Ar. Why, is it term tive? 
Serv. Term began four days ago, fir. 
Fack Ar. And I on a race ground the whole 


time! come, that 8 fair, very fair. hana }- 1 = AA 
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think my education ſo finiſhed as I thought, for if it 
was I never could be ſo ignorant, as co bet the lon 
odds both ways; I wonder who wins? for when 1 
complain of my lofſes, every body elſe ſays they 
have loſt too; hang me ! if ever I ſaw a man that 
had won in my life. 


Enter Tax JORE. (from the other door. ) 


Tan. Done it at laſt | huzza ! here 8 retribu. 
tion, Jack, retribution ! 

l Jack Ar. Why, what is this? Who are you, 
ir? 

Tan. The juckieſt dog in Europe, Jack. "Your 
father Obadiah ſent me to look after you here at 
Bubble's, and not ſeeing you I put my hand in my 
pocket where I found five guineas my ſiſter had lent 
me, I'll have a touch,” ſays I, © this Faro Bank 
| diſhed me formerly, now I'll try to diſh them“ 
down went the five guineas on your namelake the 
| knave of clubs, Jack, the knave in my favour ! I 

cock't it—once more in my favour !—cock'd it 
again, till it had won fo often, that I thought the 
ſhips were arrived, and I was a Nabob in reality. 

Fack Ar. And what's all this to me ? what do 1 
care for your luck ? 

Tan. (Putting Rouleaus, Guineas and Bank notes on. 
the table.) Here they are ; look, you rogue, look ! 
how I feel for the poor devils. that loſt chem ! I 
always pity the unlucky ones, don't you, Jack ? | 
8 Jack Ar. Zounds, fir, I am an unlucky one ; 

| that was my Poney and that was my Bank 
note. 

Tan. Was it? then take it again and go and put 


it on the knave ; I'm ſerious, Jack, take it, and 


} ' / 
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by the Ganges ! that's a neat Ni 11 Prius et 
What ! you prefer a ſcarlet coat to a black one? 
Fack Ar. Ay, and cards to briefs ; ſo give me 
the \ Am and let me be off. 


Enter Captain ARABLE , haſtily. 


Capt. Ar. Stay, and grant a brother's laſt re- 
queſt, nay, I muſt and will be heard; by my fa- 
ther's orders; are you not going to draw : a ſettlement 
between Emmeline and Sir Frederick? 
Jack Ar. Me going to draw a ſettlement !.--No, 
I'm going to cock the knave; and as to father, he 
can't blame me, becauſe he once play'd himſelf, you 
know. I'Il tell you how it was, fir; (70 TAxIORR.) 
he was ſent for, as magiſtrate, to put down a hazard 
table- - in he came with the conſtables—puſh'd 
down the groom porter ſeiz d the caſter—laid hold 


of the dice- box, when lo! as if there was magic in 


the wood, he caſt his eyes at the guineas on the 
table, and avarice ſo compleatly got the better of 
Juſtice, that he hallowed out, “ ſeven's the main 
at all in the ring, my jolly boys.“ | 

Tan. Well! and they cheated him, gave him 
loaded dice. 

Fack Ar. No, that wasn't worth while; they ſaw. 
what a flat he was, ſo picked his pocket at once 
famous, heh ? adieu, brother; farewell, . 
here's che Spaniſh once more ! 7 

Exit looking at the Bank note. 

Tan, (To Captain.) Don't ftop him, Ned ; let 
him go, I ſay ; if he's out of the way, the ſettlement 
| _ t be drawn; I gave him the money on pur- 

1 
Capt. Ar. This is but temporary conſolation, 


while the Alderinan's abſurd vanity attaches him 
to 


SPECULATION. 1 


to Lads Project, there is no hope of 1 Emme- 
line; and to loſe her after all the conflicts we have 
ſuffered! to ſee her given to another, at the moment 
when I thought her mine for ever; then perhaps to 
ſee her mind but late reſtored, again involved; by 
Heaven! that thought will madden mine. 
Tan. So it ought, if you will talk of your own 

ſufferings and forget her's, poor girl! did you tell 
her ? 

Capt. Ar. I did, and when the heard ſhe was to 
wed Sir Frederick, there was a wild emotion in her 
countenance portending- that her fever would re- 
turn —ſhe ſaid, * they'd rob her of all hope, and 
once more ſteal her ſenſes; yet they ſhould not, I 
would not let them, would I ?” then with a figh 
ſhe left me; Oh, my friend! I am not uſed to fink 
beneath misfortune, but this Jaſt ſcene has quite 
unman'd me. 

Tan. More ſhame for you, it only animates me, 
misfortunes always rouſe me, and if ever you ſhould 
be in priſon at Madras, the gaolers there will tell 
you ſo. I've already expoſed the huſband ; now III 
try to manage the wife ; ſhe loves money ; here's 
plenty, ſo I'Il go directly and bribe her. 8 | 
Capt. Ar. That will be hopeleſs, nothing but ex- 
citing the Alderman's jealouſy. 
Tan. I'll try that too, Obadiah half ſulpedts me 
at preſent, ſo wait for your brother and come toge- 
ther to Lady Project's, and by the time you arrive 
if all isn't to your wiſhes, may the monſoon deluge 
me! may Tippoo torture me] may the Marattha's 
but this is no time for fine ſpeeches fol- 
5 low me to Lady Project's (going, returns.) and 
d'ye, hear, Ned, bring your wedding coat along with 
you, for damme, but you ſhall be Emmeline's 


e this un night! [ Zxeunt ſeparately. 
| r 4 SCENE 


1 SPECULATION, 
SCENE—Lady ProjecT's dreſſing room. 


Enter Lady Project with a paper in ber hand, 
follow d 95 a ſervant. 


_ _ Lady Pro. When the Alderman comes, ſhew him 
up ſtairs. (exit ſervant.) I have honour'd him with 
this tete a tete in my dreſſing room, to ſecure the 

marriage; and he ſha'n't leave the room, till he 

ſigns this agreement; which binds him in a penalty 
i ten thouſand pounds to give Emmeline to Sir 

Frederick. Thus by ceconomy 

Serv. (withcut.) Sir, you muſtn't pals, —This 
is my lady's dreſſing room. | 

Tanjore. (witheut.) I tell you, I will come up. 
Stand by, ſirrah. (Tanjore enters. ) So Kitty ! here's 
the Nabob. 

Lady Pro. Heavens! Where do you come from, 
fir ? 

Tanjore. From the college, coz ; we 1 left 
Billy ſo certain of a. our, that he was ready 
| booted and ſpur'd. 

Lady Pre. Sir, I inſiſt you leave the room—T' m 
engag'd—beſides I ſhould be ſorry to uſe hard 
words; but your conduct has been ſo little ſhort of 
that of a ſwindler 
Tanjore. Coz, why ſo? thovgh 1 didn't get money 

in India, Iv'e got it in England—look here 

[ Shewing bank notes. 

3 Lady Pro. Hundreds I declare! Who gave you. 

thee notes? Some ſwindling knave, I ſuppoſe. 

Tanjore. It was a knave, but not a ſwindling one, 
upon my honour, Look here, and here ! enough to give 
ren wedding dinners, and buy all the ſhawls, china, 


and chintzes in Europe. — Don't the light charm you? 
F | Lady 
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Lady Pro. It does; and when a man has money, 
it don't 1 Gonify whether he got it in India or England. 
My dear couſin, my houſe and table were always 
open to you: and if I knew how to oblige you 

Tanjore. There is a way Kitty—as you ſtill 
govern the Alderman, perſuade him to let Edward 
marry Emmeline—do, and half theſe are yours. 
(Putting rouleaus in her hand.) There, —and I wiſh 
from my ſoul that all who have luck at the gaming 
table, may diſpoſe of their winnings in ſo benevo- 
lent a manner. | 


Lady Pro. Impoſſible !—The only mode of 
ſettling my huſband's affairs, is by Sir Frederick's 
marrying Emmeline; and therefore as my pride 
will not ſuffer him to remain in priſon, and the 
living there is too expenſive, I ſhall make the 
Alderman fign this agreement which binds him in a 
penalty of ten thouſand pounds | 

Tanjore. Make him fign this agreement—make 
him renew Emmeline's malady—break his ſon's- 
heart—leparate—curle it! what's the uſe of win- 
ning, when money will not purchaſe even momentary 
gratification? Now do Kitty: there's a dear, 
liberal, generovs girl. Think how they love each 
other: chink—here are more rouleaus, here 

[ A knocking at the door. 
| Lady Pro. Bleſs me! if this ſhould be the Alder- 
man? (/ooks out.) it is! come to keep an aſſignation 

and find another man in my dreſſing room! Go, fir, 
get out of the way directly—ſtep 1 into the next room 
—hide yourſelf- 

Tanjore. I lay, Kitty ; ; don't you remember when 
Obadiah caught you fainting in my arms? | 

Lady Pro. I do: and that's an additional motive 
for concealing yourſelf.—Now pray retire. (Tanjore 


zods 
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nods aſſent.) Thanks, my kind couſin. (Tanjore pau- 
ſes.) Why, what's the matter with you? What 

makes you put your hand to your head? Are you 
ill ? 
Tanjore. Softly : it's my old complaint—a giddi- 
neſs a vertigo I'm going hold me or I ſhall 
_ tumble—Oh, I'm ſick, lm 
Lady Project bolds out her arm to ſupport him. 

TAN IJORE res himſelf upon u, and the Alder- 
man enters. 

Ald. Ar. Where is my life, my love? Hol- 
loa ! what the devil's all this? 
Tayjore. Only the tables turn'd again, you ſee, 
Obadiah, you ſee. (Comes away from Lady Proje®. ) 
Couſin, TP m better. 

Ald. Ar. Why, where's her grandmother? Oh! 
this is beyond her huſband's-ſpeculation ! 

Tanjore. (aſide to Ald.) If you want further 
i try look at thoſe rouleaus which ſhe took as a 

ribe: then read that agreement: then 

Ald. Ar. My eyes are open'd. I was partly con- 
vinc'd before I came; but now, I give all my love 
to the wind—pheugh !---there, it's gone! and the 
Alderman's himſelf again! (Enter a ſervant.) Step 
over the way to Sir Frederick's, and tell him to 
come here directly, and bring Emmeline and Ceci- 
lia along with him. (Servant exit.) ] left them there 
in company with the real Nabob, the rich Mr. Tan- 
jore, who ſeems as fond of your ſiſter as I am of my 
new farm ; and takes as much notice of her perſon, as 
you have done of my waiſtcoat.---[t' s a match, 
isn't it? | 

Tanjore. I hope ſo. It's an old ac, 
He's a worthy fellow, and next to being a Nabob 
myſelt, I ſhould like to be brother to one. | 


Euter 
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Enter Sir FREDERICK, EMMELINE, and CxctLta. 
Lady Pro. Ay; now. Alderman you can give 

Emmeline to her huſband. | 

Ald. Ar. So I can, and ſo I will. E 


give me your hand nay, don't think to avoid me. 
J infiſt you marry the man J have in my eye. 


Sir. Fred. (advancing to take EMMELINE'S band. 2 5 


Alderman, you are all kindneſs. » 

Emme. Let me entreat you, fir, hear me 

Ald. Ar. I'll hear nobody. I wouldn't hear the 
Board of Agriculture if they were going to adjudge 
me a prize. I tell you, take the man I chuſe for 
your huſband. (Enter Captain and Jack ARABLB.) 

there; (giving EMMELINE /0 EDWARD.) now don't 
interrupt me, for the clouds are chuck full of water, 
and there's been lately fo much bad weather, * 
ſunſhine will be welcome to us all. 

Tanjore. Emmeline, J give you joy. Ned, your 
hand. Fred, yours. Obadiah, I ſhall like you and 
your waiſtcoat as long as I live. Kitty, yours. 
And now let me adviſe you to order your coach and 
four. Drive to the college and try to raiſe the wind 
-—a weſterly one if poſſible. 

Lady Pro. Come, Sir Frederick; I believe we'd 
better retire : only I beg leave to obſerve, that if any 
body defames my character, I ſhall proſecute them 
notwithſtanding the expences of the law. I'll have 
my reputation juſtificd if ic colts me five pounds. 
Come, fir. 

Tanjore. Ay; that's about the value of it. Go, 
Fred. go.— Go. (Lady and Sir FREDERICK exeunt.) 
I fay, Kitty, my love to your grandmother. 

Ald. Ar. Edward, forget and forgive my boy. 
Though Project has hurt Emme line s fortune, 
there's enough left, to make yaw live happy—if not, 

: | cake 
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take a landed OTIS near mine, and III aw 1 


how to make a fortune by farming, you rogue. 


Jack. (to Tanjore.) Yes; I cock'd the knave,- Sh, 


but I loſt all che Spaniſh—hang it! I'm half cir'd 
of gambling, and if I won ten thouſand a year, I 
don't think I could tell how to ſpend it? 

Tanjore. Couldn't you? then take a wife, Jack, 
and ſhe'll tell you how to ſpend it—enter into the 
ſchool of matrimony, Mr. Batchelor of Arts, and 
there finiſh your education. —Cecily here, has ſet 
you an example: haven't you | 

Cecilia. I have from two motives: firſt becauſe 
Mr. Henry Tanjore has long won my affections, 
and ſecondly becauſe he means to give affluence to 
his nameſike. My dear brother, you may now 
return to India and live in a palace in reality; for 
a third of my huſband's rupees and pagodas are at 
your diſpoſal. | 

ack Ar. Are they? that's fair, very fair. 

Emme. (to Tanjore.) And is there none to ſhare 
your treaſures ?—is there no fair one worthy a heart 
ſo warm and fo benevolent. 

Tanjore. ( ſhaking his head.) Hereafter perhaps it 
may find one like Emmeline's.— Till then, I ſhall 
purſue a plan, which had Project follow'd, he had 
now been happy — that is, not to waſte a fortune in 
diſſipation, and try to retrieve it, by falſe and unjuſt 


Speculation. 


If we muſt ſcheme let us try Projects here. 
When they have merit, where's our cauſe for fear? 
If they have not, good humour props our cauſe; 

So make us Nabobs, oy your kind applauſe. 5 


END OF THE COMEDY. 


EPILOGUE. 


— 
WRITTEN BY MILES PETER ANDREWS, ESQ, 
| AND Joon | 
SPOKEN BY MR. LEVIS. 
? | T HE Drama done, proceed we now to ſay 
S8SGomething about, or not about the play; 


Fine ſubject ours — rare times! when Speculation 
Engroſſes every ſubject in the nation; 
To help the State, — Jews, Gentiles, all are wilkng, 
And for the Omnium, venture their laſt ſhilling ; 
| Nay, ſome ſubſcribe their thouſands to the Loan. 
Without a ſingle ſixpence of their own: 


Be that their Speculation— profeſs, 
Jo ſpeculate on one thing only—Drefs ; 
Shew me your garments, Gents, and Ladies fair; 
J'll tell you whence you come, and who you are 
But ſportſman like, to hit the game, I'll try, 
Charge, prime; preſent my glaſs, and cock my eye. 
What a fine Harveſt this glad Seaſon yields! 
Some Ladies heads appear like ſtubble fields; 
Who now of threaten'd famine, dare complain ? 
When every female forchead teems with Grain ;— 
See how the wheat-ſheaves nod amid the plumesd- 
Our Barns are now transferr'd to Drawing- rooms; 
And huſbands who indulge in aQti-e lives, 
To fill their Granaries, may thraſh their wives; 
Nor wives alone prolific, notice draw, 
Old Maids, and young ones, all are in the ſtraw, 
That damſel wrapt in ſhawls, who looks ſo blue, 
Is a return from India - things wont do 
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1 The market's up—ſhe couldn't change her name; 
&$ No rich Ram-Rowws, or Wang j Jang W came; 
Bad Speculation, Bet, ſo far to roam; 
Rlack legs go out, and Jail birds now come home—= 


Vou ſtripling there —all trowſers, and cravat, 

No body, and no chin - is call'd a Flat; 

And he beſide him, with a ſquare cut frock, 

Button'd before, behind a ſquare cut dock ; 

155 | E, I would bet, nor fear to be a loſer, 
| 5 Either a man of faſhion, or a bruiſer : 

| A man of faſhion ! ke: 5 but a quiz 
| | TI fhew you what a man of b breeding is: 

With back to fire, ſlouch'd hat, and knowing lang, 

He charms his miſtreſs by this ſweet harangue ; 

« Well, pretty, lovely Lucy! how d'ye do? 
Come, ſee my puppy!“ No, Harry, to ſee you,” 
. * You're vaſtly welcome, you ſhall ſee my ſtud, 

* And ride my poney, Harry, youre too good. 

« Zounds! how it freezes | Fly was Sancho's fire— 
% Miſs, can you ſee? “ I'd like to ſee the fire.” 

That s your politeneſs that's your flaming lover: 

2 fair may chill but he'll be warm all over. 


> We re an odd medley, we muſt all confeſs 
Athy in our manners, ſtranger j in our dreſs : 
FW  Whim is the word—droll pantomimic age! 
With true tip-tops of taſte, Groteſque's the Rage! 
Beaux in long ſleeves, and ſmall cloaths cloſe confin'd, 
Belles bunch'd before, and bundled up behind ; | 
The flights of faſhion bordering on buffoon, 
One looks like Punch, the other Pantaloon: 
But hold—my raillery makes ſome look gruff— 
So I'll ſteal off—l think I've ſaid enou gh. 
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PLAYS, &c. Paix TED ron T. N. Loxneman, 


The DRAMA T IST, a Comedy; by Mr. RETNMOL Ds. 
"* Price 18. 6d. 


3 NOTORIETY, A comedy; by Mr. RRTNOLDS. Price 
18. 6d. | 


3. HOW TO GROW RICH, «Coney by Mr. Rex noLDs. 
Price 18. 6d. 


4. THE RAGE, a Comedy; by Mr. RzyNoLDs, Price 28. 
5. WERTER, a Tracey ; by. Mr, ReynoLvs, Price 


18. 6d, 


6. WILD OATS, a Comedy ; by Mr, oK Price 
1 


7. The CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA, a Conde: Opera ; by 
Mr. O'Keerre, Price 1s. 6d, 5 


8. SPRIGS OF LAUREL, a Comic . in two Acts; by 
Mr. O'KRETTE. Price 18. | 


9. THE IRISH MIMIC ; » or BLUNDERS AT Baichrox; : 
by Mr. O'Kegree. Price 18. 


10. LIFE's VAGARIES, a Comedy ; by Mr, oute 


Price 28. 
HARTFORD BRIDGE, an Operatic | Farce, in Two 
"Av; by Mr, Pearce. Price 18. 


12. THE MIDNIGHT WANDERERS, a Cons Opens, in 1 
Two Acts; by Mr. Pr ARC E. Price 18. 


13. NETLEV ABBEY, an Operatic Farce, in two Acts, by 
Mr. Pearce. Price 18. 


14. ARRIVED AT PORTSMOUTH, an Opera ; by Mr, 
PEARCE, Price 18. | 


3. WINDSOR CASTLE, an Opera, performed in honor of 
the Marriage of His Royal Highneſs the Prince of Wales, by 
Mr. Preaxce, With an elegant Vignette. Price 18. Gd. 


16. THE 


PLAYS, Ec. PxixTED ron 2 N. Lo v MAN. 8 


36. THE MAID of NORMANDY ; or, The Drark of the 
ven of FRANCE : a Tragedy; by Mr. N 8 of 
Pembroke College, Cambridge. Price 15. 6d. 


77. CONS IQUENCES; or, The School for Pazgworc e, 3 
Comedy; by Mr. EYRE, Price the Wh. + 


18. The SECRET TRIBUNAL, a Play; by Me. Dosen. 


Price 28. 


19 The TOWN BEEF ORE YOU, a Comedy; by Mes Co 
LEY, Price 25. 


o. The MYSTERIES OF THE CASTLE, an Opera; by 
. ANDREWS. Price 28. | | 


A, 


27. ENGLAND * q Tragedy ; by Mr. War- 
SON. Price 28. 


22. CROTCHE T LODGE, a Farce; by Mr. HuxusToxe. 
| Price 18. 


23. The IRISHMAN IN LONDON, a Farce: by Mr. 
MRA PY. Price 18. 


24. ZORINSKI, a Play; by Mr. — Price 2. 
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